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Around Town. 


The provincial election to fill the vacant seat 
of West Lambton is developing into a very 
lively contest inasmuch as three candidates 
are in the field, Mr. Mackenzie, Reform, Mr. 
Fleck, Conservative, Mr. MacRae, Third Party. 
The Rev. Dr. Sutherland, the leader of the Pro- 
hibition-Protestant movement, is in the con- 
stituency with some of his speakers lending 
all the support possible to his candidate: 
Premier Mowat and License Commissioner 
Ryan have been doing the same for Mr. Mac- 
kenzie, while Mr. Fleck appears to be running 
the thing more or less alone setting night 
lines and making a still hunt. West Lamb- 
ton has long been a Grit constituency and 
it will not be surprising if Mr. Mackenzie 
be returned, but many elements are at 
work which may make the result of the 
contest an interesting and instructive sign- 
post pointing the way toward the roads which 

. in this instance seem all to lead to Rome. It is 
well known that License Commissioner Peter 
Ryan is not taken to the country school house 
to air his rotund oratory unless there is some- 
thing the matter with the Catholic vote. 
Surely Mr, Mowat and his colleagues have done 
enough for vur Catholic fellowmen and breth- 
ren or at least for the hierarchy, to make them 
sure of their support, yet somehow there is a 
disturbed condition in the political atmosphere 


which makes Father Mowat more orless uneasy. | 


It may be that the veteran Premier realizes that 
having done all that it is in his power to do for 
the church, the hierarchy may feel inclined to 
drop him and help empower a party which 
will have large further payments to make in 
return for the favor. For my own part I can- 
not believe that Roman Catholics, if they are 
really in sympathy with the hierarchy as to 
separate schools and exemptions, could be so 
ungrateful as to slight the hand which they 
have held in theirs solong With Mackae, the 
Third Party candidate (formerly aConservative ), 
it remains to show what the prohibition vote 
is worth in West Lambton. If it is not worth 
more than elsewhere it is an unimportant fac- 
tor in Canadian politics. Prohibitionists are a 
much smaller faction tnan they are generally 
considered. As a rule they are led by 
preachers, are nearly all public speakers and 
make a much greater noise than any other 
faction of the same numerical strength. Dr. 
Sutherland, the leader in the movement, is an 
eloquent and energetic man, and John T. 
Moore, who is assisting him in Lambton, can 
talk as long and loud as Peter Ryan himself, 
and is accredited with about the same amount 
of sincerity as the doughty License Commis- 
sioner. The significant feature of Mr. Mowat’s 
first speech in the constituency was that he 
was on the defensive. There is not in all 
Canada a man who can make so cratty 
and careful a political address as the Christian 
statesman whose friends just now are throwing 
so many rocks at the Rev. Dr. Sutherland be- 
cause that gentleman has been daring enough 
to invade the domain so long held exclusively 
by the Hon. Oliver, and is now parrying and 
thrusting for the heavy weight championship 
of Christian politics. The Globe makes great 
game of the clerical pretender to Oliver’s throne, 
sneers at his religion, his sincerity, his record, 
and at the man himself, and nicknames him 
**The embodiment of Righteousness in public 
affairs.” It tells us that the Christian tem- 
perance associations have not recognized his 
movements, and that the saintly W. H. 
Howland has withheld the light of his 
countenance. The latter is indeed a cruel 
thrust for at one time the ex-Mayor was ex- 
ceedingly anxious to inaugurate a Third Party 
movement in which Prohibition, Protestant- 
ism, Labor Reform and W. H. Howland were 
to be the chief planks. He became Mayor by 
working the temperance and labor elements, 
but when the workingmen found out that they 
were being used merely as a stepping stone for 
his elevation they dropped him, and when the 
great temperance boom died out in Toronto 
the remaining planks were discarded for the 
Equal Rights movement, and Dr. Sutherland 
has been left by Liquidator Howland to boom 
the Third Party alone. I imagine that Dr. 
Sutherland will have a very lonesome trip. 
The people who believe with him do not all 
believe in him. It must be confessed that 
those who are at the same time Protestants 
and Prohibitionists do not see any necessary 
connection between the two or the benefit of 
forcing them into politics. Altogether, West 
Lambton is showing us an example of how 
big a stew can be made in a very little 


pot, and those who are unsanctified by a | 


belief in Protestantism as an element in poli- 
tics and Prohibition as a road to office, and 
those who do not believe in the honesty of 
either the Reform or Conservative protestations 
are standing aroun the fence looking at the 
fight in the ring with really very little interest 
in the result of what is evidently very much of 
a scrub race, 
7 
. * 

Talking about temperance, the committee of 
the City Council which decided almost unani- 
mously the other night that saloons should be 


closed on holidays, is attacking what may be | 
The | 
| for supper, could be profitably spent in mission- 
ary work or a night school. 


an evil in a very unjustifiable way. 
hotelkeepers of Toronto are paying a large 
license and the tribute which is forced from 
them is perhaps greater than the majority of 
people imagine. They are paying for a license 
to do business six days a week excepting only 
election days. It is not fair for anyone to make 
it imperative that their bars shall be closed on 
any day for which they have paid license to do 
business. Drunkenness has ceased to be a cry- 
ing evil on Toronto's public holidays, and we 
must bear in mind that there is a possibility of 
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being sostrict that harm instead of good will be 
the result. If aman wants a glass of beer on a 
holiday—unless drinking beer is one of the car- 
dinal sins—he should not be interfered with. 
We have not the pretext of Sabbatarianism in 
such a matter. If it is against the law of God 
to sell liquor or to use it, or against the best in- 
terestsofthecommunity, then abolishit, but this 
tendency towards making our holidays a period 
of compulsory virtue and church-going is in- 
fringing upon the liberty of the subject to an 
extent which neither good sense nor a desire 
to promote public morals will approve. We 
must remember that Toronto is a large city and 
a portion of its business is entertaining the 
strangers within our gates. If when we have 
a local holiday or there is a general holiday, 
the saloons must all be shut, visitors who 
are not so rigid in their habits as those who are 
in authority over us, will refuse to make our 
city their destination when going on an excur- 
sion. If we shut up the saloons on holidays we 
wili shut up more than half the restaurants, 
and not only Torontonians but outsiders will 
have to suffer inconvenience, while unlicensed 
groggeries and dives, which still flourish in 
spite of Inspectors Archibald and Dexter, will 
doa thriving business and cause much more 
harm than is now being done by the well kept 
hotels. There is a possibility that the temper- 
ance movement, one which within proper 
bounds I have always upheld, can be carried 
so far as to cause a revolt, and the last state of 
our city will be worse than the first. 
ee 

A satirical correspondent in a contemporary 
is urging a closer connection between Church 
and State. He advocates a system of religious 
education which shall make it compulsory that 
every school teacher shall be either a clergyman 





| treasures on earth 


better filled than they now are and the elders 
and the deacons would have a chance to help 
carry out the programme, while at present 
they have nothing to do but take up the collec- 
tion. Another strong point in this proposed 
reform is that every school teacher, being a 
preacher, we would have more preachers, and 
this class of workers in the vineyard having be. 
come more numerous competition for the good 
schools and better churches would be keener 
and salaries would come down. The Kev. Canon 
Dumoulin himself, if there were four or five 
times as many preachers as there are now in 
orders, could scarcely hope to get five thousand 
dollars a year for two sermons a week, 
ing down to school-teacher’s pay he would get 
about five hundred dollars for working seven 
days a week, This might be too little, but then 
he must remember the glorious mission which 
under the circumstances he had forced upon 
himself. He might not live long under such 
pressure, but how glorious a death it would 
be! The school-teachers of this province 
are nearly all young and single and 


can save a little money out of their small ; 


salaries, but if they had to be divinity stu- 
dents or preachers they could expect to 
save nothing if they try to keep a wife. 
Nor should they be anxious to lay up 
where the moth is a 
source of irritation and thieves delight in 
breaking through and appropriating other 
peuople’s property. I cannot conceive how 


' , 
gentlemen who are so impressed, so eaten-up, 


in fact, by a knowledge that the school children 
of this country are growing up in a godless 
condition can sleep o’ nights or spare half an 
hour to chat with a neighbor from their labor 
of rescuing them from the horrors of secular 
schoo's Take Canon Dumoulin for instance ; 
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estate and building houses, and to-morrow, as 
the grass we are cut down, and if our taxes go 
up and our city goes down, so long as we are 
doing the thing right who should complain ? 
This isthe logical conclusion of the clerical argu- 
ment that godliness should be punched into 
the youngster with a birch and given to him 
mixed with grammar and concealed in doses of 
geography. 


7 
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’ Those who desire to have the schools secular- 
ized, on the other hand, are open to the charge 
‘of being radicals and infidels. They urge that 
the parents should teach religion, and this 
offends lazy parents. They believe that the 
preachers, whose aggregate pay in this province, 
I venture to say, taking exemptions, discounts 
and the preacher’s ‘‘ten per cent. off” into ac- 
count, is nearly as great as that of all the public 
school teachers in Ontario, should devote them- 
selves to inculcating such religious principles 
as are necessary to the guidance of youth, 
Josiah L. Bemis, who has written in the Globe 
the excellent satirical articles I have referred 
to, states that the public schools of the pro- 
vince cost us about $4,000,000 yearly, and that 
we have about three thousand seven bundred 
clergymen whose salaries will aggregate 
$3,000,000. We have six thousand churches, 
whose aggregate value is not tess than 
$60,000,000, representing another $3,000,000 
annually. Now then, if the school teachers, 
who receive so much less thaa the preachers, 
and who have to werk for five days in the 
week, are not sufliciently employed, what are 
we to say of the preachers who are only 
officially employed one day in the week, 
and really under the circumstances of their 
exemptions from taxation obtain quite as 
mich money? <Are not the teachers doing 





THE DELAYED BREAKFAST. 


or a divinity student, and that the Minister of 
Education must be a preacher of some sort. He 
is taking a very clever line indeed to combat 
those who are attempting to make the secular | 
school tea@her a religious instructor. If a move- 
ment were to spring up making it imperative | 
that the clergymen who are so anxious for 
‘*godly” schools should teach in them six | 
days a week without any increase of salary, 
I think this section of the earth would be over- | 
spread by a sudden silence on their part, and 
that their consent would be quickly obtained 
to the thorough secularization of all public 
educational institutions. 
. 2 
If ‘** godless schools” have become so great 
an evil as Rev. Messrs. Dumoulin and King 
are endeavoring co make out, it is certainly a 
fit and proper time for the preachers of this 
country to throw themselves into the breach, 
and by engaging themselves as teachers in the 
public schools, fill in the spare time between | 
Sundays in snatching young brands from the 
burning. By rising at five o’clock in the morn; 
ing they might visit, according to the location 
of their charge, the dockyards, harvest fields, 
or factories, and give a few words of counsel 
and comfort to those engaged there. At nine 
they could be in the school-house teaching the 
at noon hour a prayer meeting 
could be held in a factory or at a logging bee, 
and from one to four might be properly devoted 
| 
‘ 


the three R's—readin’, ‘ritin’ and 'rithmetic— 
and from that until bed-time, with an interval 


Thus they would 
have the whole Sunday to themselves, except- 
ing morning service, Sunday school and a ser- 
mon at night, which would leave Sunday much 
less of a work-day in comparison with the rest 
of the week than it now is with the reverend 
gentlemen. As the satirist has pointed out 
we have compulaory education, why not have 
compulsory church-going, and even if the ser- 
mons were a trifle poor the churches might be 


he is receiving ten times as much as the ordinary 
male school teacher and what return is he mak- 
ing? Truly he preaches as polished and eloquent 
discourses as any man who occupies a Canadian 
pulpit. But is he saving souls? Of course, I 
cannot call the souls about me to give evidence 


in this matter; but I ask the men and women | 


who listen to him, to reckon up how many 
souls he is saving per annum, and if he is not 
wasting his time and misappropriating that 
five thousand dollars that ought to be spent in 
making more godly our ‘* godless schools.” 


deny that the Canon furnishes an entertain- 
nent unsurpassed in the city, but he denies 
that intellectual education alone is a worthy 
thing; therefore it being unworthy of a five 
hundred dollar school-teacher, how shocked 
must we be to find the same characteristics in 
a five thousand dollar preacher. 
* > 

If we were to follow out the line of argument 
the preachers advance we would put the entire 
government in the hands of the Synod, the 
Presbytery and the Conference. We would 
have to exclude the priests because they are 
apparently too sincere and are really anxious 
to teach religion to the children. With a 
preacher as Chief of Police—because we must 
thoroughly comprehend that the head of our 
police force should not be an unsanctified man ; 
with a parson as chief engineer, an exhorter as 
mayor, @ missionary as public school inspector, 
a class-leader in the registry oftice and 
a zealot as treasurer, with the expenditure 
and conduct of public affairs arranged at 
prayermeetings and offenders tried before 
a clerical commission we might expect 
society to assume a_ beauty of expres- 
sion and conduct which has not heretofore been 
achieved in any community. It may be urged 
that these gentlemen do not understand how 
to conduct public business. What matters it, 
my friends? These are but ephemeral and 
trivial things at best. To-day we are publish 
ing newspapers, doing business, selling rea) 


As 
an ‘‘intellectual treat,” of course, no one can | 


| their duty better than the _ preachers 
The teachers work thirty hours, even suppos- 
ing that they give no thought to their tasks 
after schools is dismissed, while the preachers 
on the same basis do not work six hours, If 
; all these parsons turned in and devoted an 
hour a day to teaching religion in the schools, 
it would only add five hours a week to their 
| labors, but they are not anxioustodoit. Theo- 
retically they are anxious for souls, but practic- 
ally they have shown themselves more desirous 
of leisure. 


It has been shown time and time again that 
the introduction of religious topics in the pub- 
lic schools divides the community, is the occa- 
sion of sectarian brawls, and-the excuse upon 
which Roman Catholic Separate Schools are 
founded. It has not been shown on the other 
hand that teaching religion in the schools has 
either benefited the school or the scholar. 
| There would be no need for such teaching if 
the preachers of this country did their duty. 
Nor would there be agitation for it if the 
preachers themselves were not the agitators. 
Parents, it is too truc, are anxious to be 
religious by proxy. They are becoming too 
lazy to teach the bible to their children and 
have left that sort of education to the Sunday 
schools and churches. But the Sunday schools 
and the churches neglect to attend to it; it is 
too great a burden and the clergymen, anxious 
for ease and to make their burdens as light as 





upon the public school teacher who is already 
over-worked, ill-paid, ill used and without any 
great prizes in his profession or any future be- 
fore him unless he abandons teaching. It is a 
scandal on religion that the preachers engage 





good to work. They want souls saved, but they 
want some one else to savethem. Apparently, 


what the leaders of this movement desire is to 
| draw large salaries, obtain all the notoriety | jealousy, because its rival dared to announce 


| possible and to do as little work as their con- 
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possible, would, if they could, unload the task | 


| in such an agitation. They think themselves too | 


PU 
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missionaries when they are appealing to their 
parishioners to load the plate for the heathen, 
but they are poor laborers in the vineyard when 
the sweat that is to be spilled is theirs, and the 
labor to be done is not in China or some 
far off field, where cynical editors do not 
point out their deficiencies. Honest people 
hate pretentiousness; they despise hypocrisy 
and they are not blind to the inconsistencies of 
such noisy evangelists. In this I do not refer 
to badly paid preachers, those drudges of the 
community, those sincere and overburdened 
pastors, who in rural communities and back- 
woods settlements are toiling five hours where 
we toil one and are paid so little that they can 
barely clothe themselves and protect their 
families from cold and starvation. I am only 
taking exception to the loud-mouthed and 
high-salaried preachers who are all words. 
those who exhort others to do what they leave 
undone themselves and those who interfere 
with the government of the country and the 
proper and united citizenship of the people, in 
order that their hearers may cry out: How 
godly are these men! 
os 

I am glad to see that in the Baptist Congress, 
which has b2en in progress this week, an en 
tirely different view is being taken of this sub- 
ject, that the strongest disapproval is expressed 
of any connection between Church and State, 
that the assembled clergy and laity were unani- 
mously in favor of secularizing the schools, of 
paying taxes on their churches and urging that 
the preachers too shall “render unto Ciesar 
the things which are Cwsar's.” If all the 
churches pursued a similar course, religion 
would be held in higher respect. When the 
to be dead-heads, when they 
quit clamoring for their churches to be 
exempted from taxation, when the clerical resi- 
dence pays for police protection and the other 
municipal benetics it enjoys, and when the par- 
son himself goes out and does a little religious 
work instead uf imagining that his duty is 
tinished when he exhorts other people to do it, 
there will be less sneering at religion, fewer 
scoffers at sanctity, and the first great step will 
be taken towards the great truth that religion 


must be lived as well as talked and supported. 
= * 


parsons cease 


* 

The meeting of the mayors, reeves and 
wardens of the various municipalities of the 
province to consider the abolition of exemp- 
tions and other amendments necessary to our 
statutes, cannot result in anything but good. 
Men who are strongly imbued with the idea of 
social or municipal reform are apt to be char- 
acterized in their localities as cranks, but 
when, in a gathering of influential and pro- 
minent men it is found how widely accepted 
similar ideas have become, there dawns upon 
the wise-heads who have abstained from 
meddling with new notions that they are get- 
ting behind the age, then all at once, that which 
had been esteemed as a mere-fad becomes a 
vital principle and finds adherents which it 
never would have found had a convention of 
some sort not been held. More of such meet- 
ings, more fearless and honest expression of 
views, more careful consideration of what we 
are so prone to call crank notions would hurt 
none of us. 

es 

Public opinion has ceased to be so strongly 
disturbed over the Harvey murder case, but I 
have a couple of communications calling my 
attention to the fact that I had inadvertently 
done an injustice to the murdered family. One 
which came trom a neighbor of the murdered 
woman intimates that instead of being extrav 
agant, Mrs. Harvey and her daughters had 
scarcely enough underclothing in the house at 
the time the crime was committed to dress one 
woman properly— that indeed the bodies were 
a revelation of what women can conceal in the 
way of clean but dilapidated clothing. The 
other from a gentleman who desired 
to call my attention to the fact that 
the murderer had been in_ receipt of 
sufficient money to sustain his family much 
better than he did sustain it, that indeed, if 
there were extravagances, they were personal 
extravagances of Harvey’s own. [ do not like to 
persecute a man who has a rope around his 
neck, but if I wanted to see him hanged before I 
He hadn't the excuse 
l am convinced 


was 


am more anxious now. 
offered for him ; he haa none. 
from these later reports that he was a selfish 
and abnormally proud man, and that his crime 
was dictated by nothing better than a miser 
able, inexcusable pride. 


oo 
* * 


In London another rank and filthy scandal, 
‘nobility ” has 


‘ 


involving a number of so-called 
arisen. According to foreign correspondents, 
the Government has decided not to prosecute if 
the offenders will exile themselves from the 
country. It certainly is a good thing to get rid 
of such men, but why they should be forgiven 
while the poor are prosecuted, seems to be an 
unanswerable conundrum to those of us who 
live in these Western wilds, where one man 
is as good as another if he behaves himself, 
and where one man is no better than another if 
he misbehaves himself. Slowly but surely the 
tide of public opinion is gathering itself intoa 
wave which will sweep over these social bar- 
riers, and when it breaks loose, it certainly will 
engulf a number of titled miscreants who now 
think that a coronet is the seal of a licence 
which permits them to do those things for 


| which common people are ex2crated. and im- 


prisoned, 
. * * 


Vhe Local Legislature is to sit for another 


session. The Globe, after being consumed by 


what purported to be a government secret, has 


gregations will stand. They are indeed great | at last been instructed to give a denial to the 
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rumor that the general elections were to take | and Mrs. Percival Ridout of Rosedale House. 
place before the end of the year. How the | Miss Langton of London, England, is also the 
statesmen from the side-lines will rejoice that | guest of Mr. and Mrs, Ridout. 


they are to have another sessional indemnity * ‘ 
before they shall have to appeal to their con- Miss Maude Watson of New York is staying 


stituents! I really sympathize with them, for with relations in town, and is meeting with 
they get very little honor out of the thing, and the social success which so often attends her 
if they lose a quarter of their pay there is but compatriots. is ° 
little profit in being a provincial statesman. Mr. and Mrs. Frank Mackelcan of Hamilton 
os were in town last week. At more than one 
A gentleman the other day wished me to con- | private house, as well as in public, Mrs. Mac- 
sider the Hon. Timothy Warren Anglin and | ;ojcan reaped fresh laurels by her splendid 
the wonderful zeal he is displaying in prevent- | yo ice and by the good nature that makes her 
ing the supporters of Roman Catholic schools | ., ready to display her great gifts. 
from obtaining the privilege of the ballot at ° ; 
their elections. When he was in the House of The many friends of the gallant Colonel of 
Commons he believed in the ballot and sup- | the Royal Grenadiers will have wondered how 
ported it, but now he thinks it would be acru- | he has dropped to the title of Lieutenant. A 
sade against religion to permit his fellow- | striking portrait of Colonel Dawson in a daily 
Catholics to secretly recora their opinions, | paper was named Lieutenant Dawson. 


because those opinions might be opposed * 
to the desire of the hierarchy. My in- Mr. D. T. McEwan of Moose Creek, N. W.T., 


formant says that the Hon. Timothy has | was in town last week. Both Mr. D. T. Me- 
gone so far as to threaten to withdraw his | Ewan and his brother are frequent visitors to 
services from future commissions which the | Toronto, and the friends of these gentlemen 


government may appoint, and that, in fact, he | are many. é 
will refuse to draw his occasional salary from The clergy of England must be fond of 
Mowat & Co. if any disposition is shown to traveling, if one can judge by the number who 
provide the Separate School supporters with have recently visited Toronto. Canon and Mrs. 
a —. _- — — paptanrecrtates Henry Buchanan of Lincoln, England, are stay- 
Timothy W arren Anglin has become a political ing with friends in town. 
back number, in fact, a last year’s Christmas e 
number in Canadian politics. When he ac- Sir Alexander and Lady Galt left town last 
cepted the office of School Trustee after having | week and sailed for England by the Allan s.s. 
been Speaker of the House of Commons, it | parisian. Sir Alexander’s stay abroad will not 
betrayed an eagerness to serve the church and | phe a long one, but Lady Galt will probably 
to stay in public sight which was neither! remain in Europe till the spring. 

* 


dignified nor profitable) When somebody 
sprinkles the perfumes and mystic prepara- General Sir Frederic Middleton was the guest 


tions over the Honorable Timothy and wraps | of Colonel and Mrs. Dawson last week on 
the grave clothes about him and places | College avenue. 
him behind the back door of the sarcophagus 
of Yesterday everyone will admit that he isa 
political mummy which had not been put away 
a minute too soon. Don. 


* 

The doings of Sir Adolphe and Lady Caron 
have been much chronicled. Their visit to 
Toronto, though probably interesting, cannot 
have failed to be highly fatiguing. 

° 





Saturday Night’s Christmas I find that ladies and gentlemen who pur- 
pose attending the opening of the new Toronto 


! 
Number. Art Gallery, on Friday evening next, will have 


SatuRDAY Nicur’s Christmas Number will | no excuse for not appearing en haute toilette, 


be issued about the first of December and it | as the management has provided accommoda- 


will be admitted to be the most artistic Christ- | tion in the way of dressing-rooms and careful 
The fine pictures, the handsome 


mas number ever issued in Canada. It will | attendants. 
consist of forty pages of picture, song and | room, and Toronto’s well-known penchant for 


story, all original and illustrative of Canadian | evening dress, ought to make this a handsome 
life. Last year’s Christmas Number of Satur.- | gathering. - 


DAY NIGHT was not at all satisfactory to the | Miss Raby Why of Brantford is visiting with 
publishers and though it proved a profitable | 755. Enoch Thompson of Sherbourne street. 
enterprise, this year an endeavor is being made | ‘ 

to produce a number worthy of the countryand | [| was shown several clever bits of oil painting 
one which when mailed to friends in the | the other day, the work of Mrs. J. P. C. Philips 
old Jands will not compare unfavorably with | of Belleville. The work was superior to the 
the best productions of London and Paris. A | average amateur work and showed promising 
dozen full-page illustrations, all by Canadian | ability. 
artists and engraved and lithographed without 
regard to expense, will lend a great attractive- 
ness to the edition, and in every page some | ronto, celebrating its fiftieth anniversary, com- 
charming picture relieves the text. The best | mences in this city next Thursday and will con- 
poets in Canada, including Louis Frechette, | tinue fora week. Services will be held in the 
who writes a poem in i'rench (translation by | different churches each evening, except Wed- 
William McLennan of Montreal), William Wil- | nesday, during the week and on Sunday morn- 
fred Campbell (the poet of the lakes), Archibald | ing. On Monday, November 25, the Bishop of 
Lampmar, McLachlan, Professors Roberts and | Toronto will hold a reception at the See House 
Boys, and H. K. Cockin, have contributed. | from 3 to 6 p.m., and on Wednesday evening 
Mrs. W. W. Campbell has a strong and char- | there will be a conversazione at the Pavilion. 


acteristic story, On Huron’s Shore ; E. E. Shep- 7 ae 
pard contributes a story entitled Teddy's Wife: A fashionable audience filled the Academy of 


Mrs. Edith Sessions Tupper has a very pretty | Music to the doors, on ‘thursday evening when 
little sketch ; Prof. William Clark writes a de. | Bootles’ Baby was presented for the first time. 
lightful essay, while sketches, fairy tales and | Among those present were noticed: Sir Alex- 
many charming things for children are provided | 424er Campbell, Miss Marjorie Campbell, Com- 
by other contributors. mander and Mrs. Law, Misses Law, Mr. and 

‘If you wish to send a Christmas souvenir to | Mrs. Albert Nordheimer, Mrs. Blackstock, Col. 
a friend abroad, nothing will be more appre- | 294d Mrs. Dawson, Capt. McGee, Major Har- 
ciated than SarurDAY NiGut's holiday num. | Tison, Mrs, A. Denison, Mrs. J. E. Thomson, 
ber. The art pictures are not copies of Old | Mr. and Mrs, McAndrew, Col. and Mrs. Shaw, 
Country engravings, nor a job lot of litho- | Mr. and Mrs, Gooch, Mr. and Mrs. Merritt and 


graphs, but exquisite photogravures of Cana- | many other well-known society people. 
> 


dian subjects. Notali f t i . - : . 
ee ne ee ee Hat ae SOEEINS Bee SNS Of all footlight favorites revolving in the 
picture appears in the whole forty pages. The | 


paper throughout is heavily glazed ; the print- Mong atts ovat se 
ing cannot be excelled, and the cover, with its 7 ee ee + - ai 


heavy, gold margin, contains a realistic Rocky | to influence ladies’ dress than any other. 


Mountain sketch. The price will be thirty cents. Those “ _ long comembar She charming 
ee gowns in which she last appeared here 


if and the almost classic draperies of her direc- 
Social and Personal. toire dresses will I suppose be eager to 
On Wednesday of last week the Premier of | °° the baaution of the toliet which she will 
Ontario and Mre. Mowat move one of the lavas | display the last half of next week at the Grand. 
; Sapo as : &¢ | i almost wonder how the husbands, brothers 
musical parties, for which they are famed. As | : " 
lo alerawe the seek en Ghee Geendione. thas tan 1 sweethearts will stand the strain this 
house on St. George street was filled with sa season of three theaters and innumerable con- 
of note in every profession. Learned bar certs if the fair ones insist on adopting some of 
ery ‘ 5 42 ar- : ; : 
; a aie the handsome draperies of the leading ladies. 
risters, divines, politicians, professors, etc., e 
even predominated over the fair sex. Although Mr. J. F. Thomson entertained a little party 
the senior members of society were in a | at Webb's last Saturday night after the 
majority, there was not wanting a good | theater. Mr. Ryley, the actor, was the guest 
measure of youth, beauty and gallantry. In of the evening. 
one or two places there was some pressure for 


space, but Mrs. Mowat's apartments are many, 








The Jubilee of the Anglican diocese of To- 








* 
On Tuesday night the professors and students 


and a little search generally discovered a desir- | Of Trinity Medical College entertain their 
friends at their thirteenth annual dinner, at 


able resting place. That such a place was out 

of hearing of the music-room did not always | the Queen’s, = 

seem to be considered of any grea e . i % ; 
co ed of any great account The Toronto Lacrosse Club have a smoking 


7 
‘ : “e d suppe ; Webb's on November 22 
Another very enjoyable musical party was concert ae pper at - oe ee 


that given by Mr. and Mrs. Featherston of | 
Rosedale on Saturday last. Mrs, Featherston’s | 
pretty cottage ornee was made even prettier | 
than usual by a wealth of flowers, This lady | 
is an experienced hostess, and had not risked a | 
failure by inviting too many people for her com.- | 
paratively limited space. Her performers num.- | 
bered only three or four, but what they did was 
quite firstrate. The violin playing of the Rev, | 
Mr. Moore of Southampton, England, was a 


treat long to be remembered. 
* 


lady managers of the Protestant Orphan's 
Home, for dear charity’s sake, are to give an 
entertainment of an attractive character in the 
new Academy of Music, It will comprise the | 
features of a concert, a flower-show and a| 
dance, and will be under the patronage of the 
Lieut..Governor and Miss Marjorie Campbell, | 
and the Colonel and officers of the Royal Grena- 
diers. The fine band of the regiment wlll fur- | 
nish the music. The whole building is to be 
thrown open, with its theatre, ball room and 
withdrawing rooms. These are to be utilized 
| for the varied purposes of the charity, 
|and in charge of the _ several attrac- 
tions of the evening will be found many 
of Toronto's fair dames’ and young 
maidens. Mrs. Meyrick-Bankes and Mrs. For- 
syth Grant, I learn, will preside at the Flower 
Hall; Mrs. John Cawthra, Mrs. Armstrong, 





Rumors that the popular and hospitable 
bachelors of Tintagel, McCaul street, were 
about to move their quarters, or possibly to 
disband altogether, have nappily proved un- 
true. This bachelors’ hall has existed for 
several years, and though its occupants have 
seen many changes in their ranks, it has always 
been the rendezvous of a very large number of 
gentlemen who would greatly mourn its loss, 





and Mrs. Spragge will vend candies and bon 
bons ; while the tea table will be presided over 
by Mrs. MecMurrich, Sirs. McMurray, Mrs, | 


. 
The Messrs. McIntosh of London, England, | 
have been staying with friends on St. George 


managers of the Home, the entertainment 
promises to be one of the finest social events of 


the season. 
. 


Miss Burgess, daughter of Mr. Ralph Burgess 
of Rosedale, sailed last Saturday by the Etruria 
to spend the winter with friends in the south 
of England. 


* 

Mrs. and the Misses Little of Jarvis street 
left the city last Saturday for Ottawa, where 
they intend spending the winter with Mrs, 
Little's brother, Lieut.-Col. R. D, O’Brien, 

* 


Last week I announced that Miss Campbell 
would be At Home from four to six o’clock p.m. 
every Wednesday until further notice. This 
was a mistake, as Miss Campbell is At Home 
only on the first Wednesday in the month 


during the hours mentioned. 
* 


Monday evening, October 28, was enjoyed by 
the crew and several of their friends on board 
the Rivet, where music and oysters were in- 
dulged in till quite a late hour, before the enter- 
tainment broke up, which was given by one of 
the members of the crew. Everyone agreed 
that there was Christian charitv, mirth and 
hilarity with the captain and crew of the Rivet. 

. 


Mrs. George Crawford’s handsome residence 
on Church street was a scene of social gaiety 
on Saturday evening last, when Mrs. Craw- 
ford was At Home from 5 till 7 o’clock. The 
large drawing room, the reception room, ele- 
gantly fitted hall, each perfect in its appoint- 
ments, were devoted to the guests. The or- 
chestra was situated under the stairs, in the 
front hall. Truly, no house could be more 
suitable for entertainment than Mrs, 
Crawford's, or hostess more charming. Among 
the guests were Commander and Mrs, Law, 
Mrs. and Miss Cumberland, Mrs. A. Foy, 
Mrs. J. J. Foy, Mrs. and Miss Bunting 
Mrs. Melford Boulton, Mr. and Mrs. Bruce 
Macdonald, Mrs. H. Moffatt, Mrs. Fred Moffatt, 
Mr. and Mrs. Gibson, the Misses Beaty, Miss 
Edith McFarlane, Mrs. Henry Duggan, Miss 
Allie Heward, Mrs. Merritt, Miss Rutherford, 
Miss Maud Rutherford, Mrs. A, Ford, Mr. and 
Mrs. McCollough, Mrs. Douglas Armour, Miss 
Madeline Spratt, Mrs. W. Brouse, Dr. and Mrs. 
McFarlane, Miss May Todd, Mr. A. Sims, Mr. 
W. Spratt, Mr. Perry Rutherford, Dr. Mac- 
donough, Mr. and Mrs. Austin Smith, Miss 
Parsons, Mr. H. Gamble, Mr. W. R. Moffatt, 
Miss Michie, Mrs. G. Geddes, Mr. E. R. Ruth- 
erford, Miss Fanny Smith and many others. 


A bazaar in aid of St. Paul’s Church will 
open on Monday, November 18, in the building 
lately occupied by Hughes Bros., corner Yonge 
and Melinda streets. There will be an abund- 
ance of daintily-fashioned conceits as well as 
useful articles, and the bazaar will be well worth 


a visit. 
* 


Professor Clark will lecture in St. Stephen’s 
School House, Bellevue avenue, Tuesday even- 
ing, November 19, on the following topic, Our 
Work and How to Do It. The public are in- 


vited. 
e 


Mrs. R. S. Williams gave a pleasant At Home 
at her handsome residence on Friday evening. 


Mr. Jas. H. Doyle, Mrs. Frances Doyle, Miss 
Doyle and Miss A. Doyle have returned from 
Detroit and taken up their residence at 35 St. 


Patrick street. re 


Mr. and Mrs, Archibald D. McLean returned 
to the city on Sunday last, after a three weeks 
tour through the New England Srates. They 
spent a short time in New York, Philadelphia 
and Washington, and went South as far as Old 
Point Comfort, Virginia. They have taken up 
their residence at No 52 Bismarck avenue, 
where Mrs. McLean will be at home to her 
friends next week. 


Miss Violet Seymour of Port Hope is staying 
with her cousin, Mrs. Albert Nordheimer of 


Kenmore. 
* 


Mr. Murray Langmuir, son of Mr. J. W. 
Langmuir of Tyndal avenue, Parkdale, has 
gone to Los Angeles, Cal., for his health, 


Mrs, Parsons of Grange avenue gave a large 
afternoon tea on Thursday which was a great 


social success. 
* 


Mrs. James Crowther’s dance on Thursday 
night was an enjoyable entertainment. The 
full account of it will appear in next week's 
issue, it having come in too late to be printed 


this week. 
a 


Mrs. Snelling of Murray street gave a small 
tea on Monday afternoon to a select party. 


Captain Charles McDougal, I. S. C., and his 
bride have returned from their honeymoon and 
taken up quarters at the New Fort Barracks. 


Mrs. Meredith of Port Hope is spending a 
few weeks with Mrs. A. Morgan Cosby of 
Maplehyrn, 


- 
A social and bazaar, in aid of the Church of 
St. Mary Magdalene, will be held in Jubilee 


| Hall, College and Clinton streets, on Tuesday 


On the evening of Monday, November 25, the | and Wednesday, November 19 and 20. from 3 to 


10 p.m, A small admission will be charged. 
= 


At Leslieville Presbyterian Church, on Wed- 
nesday evening, Dr. G. S. Cleland was married 
to Miss Elizabeth Blong. Rev. Wm. Cleland, 
father of the groom, officiated, being assisted 
by Rev. Wm. Frizzell. The bridesmaids were 
Miss Mary Blong, Miss Eldred Macdonald, and 
little Miss Jessie Blong, and Messrs. E. V. 


| Blong and J. K. Leslie acted as groomsmen. 


The bride’s gown was cream faille, trimmed 
with a profusion of moire ribbon. She wore a 
veil, orange blossoms and diamond ornaments, 
and carried a bouquet of cream roses. Her three 
bridesmaids were dressed differently, one wore 
blue silk, one cream silk, while the wee maiden 
in cream cashmere, and bearing a basket of 
pale yellow roses, was pronounced very daintily 
pretty. 


* 

The guests were: Rev. W. and Mrs. Frizzell, 
Dr. and Mrs, Lynd, Ald. Peter and Mrs. Mac. 
donald, Mr. and Mrs. Bradly, Rev. W. and Mrs, 


| Lockhart, and a galaxy of young ladies. The Cleland, Miss Cleland, Mr. and Mrs, D. W., 










Blong, Mrs. Taylor, Mr. Macdonald, jun., Mr. 
and Mrs. James Blong, Mr. W. McFarlane, 
Miss McLaughlin, Rev. P. McFarlane of Day- 
ton, Ohio. 


cd 


Among the many presents I noticed a silver 
service from the father and mother of the 
groom, a handsome bronze and marble clock, 
an oxydized silver drawing-room lamp, case of 
silver knives, forks and spoons, dinner, tea and 
five o*clock tea sets, a bamboo easel with en- 
graving from Mr. John Leslie, a hand-painted 
mirror from Mr. E. V. Blong, a plush table and 
an elegant fruit dish. The groom's present to 
the bride was a diamond brooch, and to the 
attending bridesmaids each a diamond lacepin. 
After a reception and supper, served by Caterer 
Harry Webb, Dr. and Mrs. Cleland took an 
evening train for New York. 


A fashionable wedding took place in Bow. 
manville on Thanksgiving evening, when Mr. 
Ruggles Wright was married to Miss Mary 
Stewart McArthur. Thechurch was tastefully 
decorated with ferns, palms and chrysanthe- 
mums, The bride’s toilet was of white silk 
entrain. She wore vei] and orange blossoms, 
and a diamond crescent, the groom’s gift. The 
bridesmaids, Misses McArthur, Wright and 
Edsall wore white poplinette dresses, and 
carried bouquets of yellow chrysanthemums. 
The groomsmen were Messrs. Wright and Lee ; 
the ushers Messrs. Craig, McMillan, Gordon 
and McArthur. The marriage ceremony was 
performed by Rev. W. Mackenzie assisted by 
Rev. R. D. Fraser. After a supper and recep- 
tion at Cragnairn, the residence of the bride’s 
father, Mr. and Mrs. Wright began their wed- 
ding journey to New York. 


? 

Grip’s Almanac, the old favorite, is with us 
again and is, if anything, more sparkling and 
more original than ever before. Filled with 
jokes from cover to cover it has on any one 
page twice as many laughs as there are cents 
in its price. 








Fanny Davenport in La Tosca. 





The announcement of the engagement of 
Fanny Davenport at the Grand Opera House 
three nights, commencing Thursday, November 
21, will no doubt interest the large clientele of 
this theater. That Miss Davenport will be 
zreeted by fashionable audiences is presumed, 
as La Tosca is underlined for the bill, and the 
trazedienne will be seen at regular prices. 
Another interesting fact, in connection with 
the present engagement, is that Miss Daven- 
port is making La Tosca the piece de resistance 
of the present tour, and will never again appear 
in it, as she contemplates presenting an en- 
tirely new play next season. Melbourne Mac- 
Dowell is her leading man, 





True Irish Hearts will be the bill at the 
Toronto Opera House next week. This play is 


toc well-known to need any extended notice to 
att-act lovers of melo-drama. 





Had to Fill Time Somehow. 


Muttonhedde papa, complains that his son 
has no ambition. He finds him in bed at three 
o’clock in the afternoon. 

‘**T am amazed, sir, to think I should find you 
sleeping at this hour of the day.” 

**What's a fellahtodo. Fellah cawn’t smoke 
all the time, bay Jove!” 





NATURAL WOOL 





The most important feature of 


Natural Wool Underwear is its soft- 
ness and beautiful appearance. 
This is due to the fact that it is 
made from the finest and purest 
Natural Wools, absolutely free from 
dye, making it practically unshrink- 
able (see our washing directions). 
The Undershirts are double-breast- 
ed and ribbed skirts. The Trowsers 
are spliced in seat with silk, making 
them curable, and tke bands are 
fine sateen cloth, so as to fit snug. 
All weights and sizes. 


WHEATON & CO 


17 King St. West, cor. Jordan 
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CIGARETTES 


¥YILPITZ 


CIGARETTES 











NEW MUSIC 
NADJY 


PN IOUMO as veS Fan dev Cees wh sev abi he treviececed $1 25 
NEM e ive visked Ove EC eied ese cese@s vabe es s9Ny< 75 
POND 8. re Vesa TURN i edu tise ey HERGIS ¥S0ECT 00+ 0 era vine 60 
BT OND 504 GvaNGbneevecetOVeueussidvivdehasevas. 60 
POO 5 0 WV ERAS VOSGES UU RG 00s eC NNN C VI NCOUWs cece 60 
Lightly, Lightly (most popular song in the opera). .... 40 
We Are the Deities, dramatic song................... 40 


All ERMINIE MUSIC also, publishe1 by 


Anglo-Canadian Music Publishers’ Association, 


13 Richmond Street West. 


FOR AN 


Engagement op Birthday Present 


One of those Ladies’ Gold Watches about the size of a half. 
dollar, with plain polished case and monogram on front 
back, will be sure to please. I have just received some 
from the factory. 


E. BEETON 
Bigh Grade Watch Specialist 


Opposite Post Office 


WINTER TOURS 


Bermuda Nassau Havana 
Cuba Mexico West Indies, &c. 


For information as to Sailings, Rates, Pamphl 
cnhy te £8, ‘amphlets, &., 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, 72 Yonge 8+. Trronto. 





TAILORS AND FURNISHERS 
Direct special attention to their stock of 


Fine Natural Wool 
SCOTCH L. WOOL 


AN 


MERINO UNDERWEAR 


Also to a fine lot of 


CANIMERE and MERINO HALF SE 


Superior Goods at Moderate Prices 


69 KING ST. WEST 


THE 


RECOGNIZED STANDARD BRANDS 


CIGARS 


MUNGO =- - - 
CAB -E - 
EL PADRE - - 


AND 


MADRE E H1IJO 10 & I6c. 


THE BEST VALUE. 
THE SAFEST SMOKE. 
THE MOST RELIABLE. 


The Purest of the Pure 


NO CHEMICALS. 
NO ARTIFICIAL FLAVORING. 
THE BEST VALUE. 


MiSs ™. MORRISON 


41 KING STREET WES? 


Having now returned from New York, is prepared to show 
a large and choice assortment of 


MILLINERY NOVELTIES, 
NEW VEILINGS, Ete. 


Special attention has been given to the Dressmaking 
Department, which is complete with a select stock of 
Dress Goods and Dress Trimmings. 


MISSES E. & H. JOHNSTON 


122 KING STREET WEST, 


OPPOSITE THE ROSSIN HOUSE, 


5c. 
6c. 
10c. 








Miss Johnston has returned from Paris, London and New 
York with a full line of 


Novelty Dress Goods and Trimmings 
DISPLAY OF 


PATTERN HATS AND BONNETS 
These goods are now being opened. 


) THE FINEST DIAMUND 
RING 







i} Ever offered in the Dominion for $20. 
j Sent by registered post to any address 
} in Canada on receipt of price and size; 
which iscludes a handsome box. Ad- 
dress J. FRED WOLTZ, Diamond 
} Broker, 41 Colborne street, Toronte, 
me) Canada. 


W. F. ROSS & OO 


ROOM 1, 
ry 55 AND 67 ADELAIDE 
= STREET EAST, 


TORONTO, 


sec. WATCHES 


street and have participated in recent gaieties, | 
The gentlemen left for home on Monday last | 


via New York, 
7 


Miss Dobel of Quebec has returned from 
Hamilton and is paying a short visit to Mr. 





| tractive features of the entertainment ; and, | 


| de riquer. 
| and the thoughtful supervision of the lady | son, Mr. and Mrz, Walsh, Mrs. Burness, Mr. R. 


| dance, it is designed, is to be one of the at Waddell, Mr. T. Kerr, Mrs. Bain, Mr. and Mrs, 


W. Nation of Brampton, Mr. and Mrs. W. J. 
for participants in this, evening dress is to be | Smith, Mr. and Mrs, E. Bradshaw, Mrs. Baker, 
With these varied attractions, | Capt. and Mrs, Hood, Mr, and Mrs, R. Man- 


The Finest Turkish Cigarettes 


IN THE MARKET, 


Gold and Silver—Wholesale and Retall 


TRY THEM 
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Fashion Chatter. 


DEAR MOLLir,—Did you ever have any gloves 
cleaned? I remember that long ago I submitted 
a pair of pet ones toa scourer, but the event and 
results have almost gone from my memory. 
Last week, however, I had an ‘economical 
streak ;” and while it was in progress, I became 
aware of the fact that a pair of gloves other. 
wise respectable, were very much soiled. To 
the cleaner’s they went, and though they were 
pinned in a cold draught all one night, the 
naphtha used in the renovating process was the 
next morning decidedly self-asserting. I was 
perplexed, The odor was disagreeable, but the 
gloves were fairly good, so I wore them out to 
air them, and am very much pleased to find 
that the oppressive attraction is slowly but 
surely growing less. I’ve told you all this, so 
you need not feel sorrowful when you get gloves 
from the cleaner’s, for really they look quite re- 
spectable, and are not perfumed now. 

Such pretty comfortables are made of cheese 
cloth in bright colors, blue or pink. The filling 
is cotton batting, and a great deal is put in. 
Then the cover is knotted down with silk of the 
same shade. To prepare the batting and render 
it a dream of fluffiness, hang it before the fire, 
and it will allow itself to be pulled out, until it 
acquires a lightness and fineness which ap- 





TORON1O SATURDAY NIGHT. 


W. A. MURRAY & CO. 


Are now showing the Finest Stock of FIRST-CLASS DRY GOODS ever shown retail in 


paused and the poet gazed at her with a ques- 
tioning eye. His other eye looked equally ap 

rehensive. ‘‘Oh Mr. Browning,” murmured 

Irs. Moore. ‘“‘Can I, dare I, ask one more 
favor.” The poet bowed with a smile of * Lord- 
have-mercy-upon-us” expression. (This portion 
of the story is related by the eye-witness, Mr. 
Browning’s man servant.) ‘* Might I,” con- 
tinued Mrs. Moore, ‘‘sit at your feet for just 
two minutes—one hundred and twenty raptur. 
ou , seconds—longer!” Not a word said the poet. 
He led the way through the first open door, 
into a small apartment used as a waiting-room 
for the swarm of people who call at the Brown- 
ing house, and placing a footstool for Mrs. 
Moore, the poet sat down on a straight backed 
chair, with his watch in his hand. At the end 
of two minuteshearose. ‘‘ And now, madam,” 
he said, ‘‘I must really take my walk.” And 
almost before the lady could shake her skirts 
together, as she rose from the lowly seat, the 
poet was out of the house and tramping away 
as hard as he could. In another minute Mrs, 
Bloomfield Moore emerged, and entered her 
carriage, with the sort of look upon her face 
that you would expect to find on a nun leaving 
a sanctuary.—N. Y. Truth. 


At the Hunt Club. 


Cropper- Sapleigh gave his horse his head 
the other day, and—— 
Dropper—Sapleigh didn’t lose much, did he? 


WOMEN OF BRAINS 


Need Any Ambitious Woman Despair of Her 











proaches that of eider-down. 

Bodices are again being fastened behind. My 
recollections of that method of closing are any- 
thing but pleasant, consisting mainly of the 
remembrance of nervous tweaks and twinges 
and buttons wound around and around with 
hair. Some dresses are fastened along the left 
shoulder-seam, and down the side, which 
method is quite new. Invisible fastenings are 
a nuisance. Hooks and eyes are a bother, and 
the good old-fashioned button and button-hole 
does seem to me to be the most rational way 
of furnishing ingress and egress. 

I saw the other day such a cleverly-fashioned 
little work bag. A green rush basket of a fan- 
ciful shape was chosen, and a bag was set in it 
forming lining and bag-top. It was in pale 
rose color, and gathered with rush-green rivbon 
with two medium sized brass rings for my lady 
to pass over her fingers in carrying. 

“False hair is coming in!” Don’t start, 
Mollie—it’s in quotation points. I don’t believe 
myself that it will, but the hair dressers love 
to tell you so, They assure you that the com- 
ing hats and bonnets cannot be worn unless 
the average woman piles borrowed locks on 
her own. I heard a gay girl discuss the possi- 
bility the other day, and she declared she'd 
** wear her own hair or go without any,” before 
she'd ‘pia other people’s hair on her head. 
Nasty heavy puffs and braids, they're enough 
to send any one crazy.” 

She was very emphatic, but, I believe, about 
right. If women would only take some time 
to preserve their own locks, they would not 
require the assistance of foreign braids to fur- 
nish a respectable resting-place for fashionable 
head-gear. 

Felt, embroidered or pinked, forms a part of 
the trimming of many stylish bonnets, and it 
has certainly one marked quality in its favor— 
that of durability. It will stand quite a few 
raindrops and considerable wear without 
evincing any distressing signs of rebellion. 

Jerseys are in full favor yet. Not the plain 
ones which were so much sought some years 
ago, but fanciful ones in two colors, or a color 
and white. Some have directoire fronts, others 
revers and cuffs of velvet; many show yokes, 
and yet others are gathered into a belt. One 
is in coat shape, double breasted, with coat 
lapels of dark velvet, and one has a cunning 
little hood with a jabot of ribbons dangling 
from it. All house dresses are marked by the 
absence of the high collar. The neck is cut out 
a little, and a folding collar exposes the throat. 
Some gowns are made with only a piping at 
the neck, They are left thus that the fair 
wearer may exercise her ingenuity in the 
novelty and number of her neck garni- 
tures. Sometimes a band of swan’s down 
is used, often a white or colored silk mull 
tie with flaring ends; while in many cases 
folds of mousseline de scie are passed around 
the neck and carried in soft careless folds to the 
waist-line. ‘* Waist-line,” just now is rather 
an indefinite phrage. In the Empire gown it is 
almost under the arms, but in other Cresses it 
still means the smallest part of the waist. 

Fur and feathers rule. It is a fact which is 
indisputable. For trimmings, for garments, 
for toques, fur is the proper thing—though that 
exquisitely dainty creation—swan’s down is 
still worn in its pale shades and white. Bon- 
nets, fans, shoes, in fact almost all articles of 
dress owe a part of their adornment to furor 
feathers. 

A tailor in speaking of care of clothing, 
stated that suits which were rested occasion- 
ally, wore much longer, than those which saw 
the light of every day, and were in service at 
least six days a week. Heis, in all probability, 
quite right, for wrinkles that will not come 
out by pressing, will gradually release their 
hold, when the garment is hung away. Of 
course clothing should be thoroughly brushed, 
for dust is a foe to longevity in woolen goods, 
It seems to eat its way into the fabric, and, be- 
yond reach, but not beyond sight, defy all one’s 
efforts at dislodgment. 

Your sincere friend, 
Ciip CAREW. 
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Hero Worship. 


A delicious story is told of Mrs. Bloomfield 
Moore, whom the poet Browning was said at 
one time to be “going to marry.” In the 
early days of acquaintance between the Ameri- 
can dame and the English bard, it was all 
adulation on the lady's side, and good natured 
toleration of the other. Ona certain occasion, 
so the tale goes, the poet was about to take a 
walk. It was afternoon. The sun was shin- 
ing, and things out of doors looked tempting. 
There was a knock and aring at the modest 
villa near Paddington, and the card of Mrs. | 
Bioomtield Moore was brought to Mr. Brown- 
ing. The hat was laid aside, and the lady 
entered, ‘*My dear Mr. Browning,” she ex 
claimed; “I would not deprive you of your | 
walk tor the world ; but first let me sit at your 
feet for five minutes; it would be so refresh 
ing.” The poet bowed, sat down in an arm 
chair, motioned to a servant to put a cushion 
in front of hi# boots, and on this Mrs. Moore 
sank in a “Patience” attitude, and remained 
just five minutes by the watch, not a word be- 
ing exchanged—so the poet and lady both 
relate. Mr. Browning then arose and 
looked towards his hat as he assisted Mrs, 
Moore to her feet, and together they bo h 
descended the stairs to the hall, Here che lady ; 





Own Success ? 





HARRIET HUBBARD AYER, 
(Copied from New York Press.) 

Mrs. Harciet Hubbard Ayer is the youngest child of the 
late Henry G. Hubbard, one of Chicago's oldest and most 
distinguished citizens. Asachild she was extremely deli- 
cate, but so bright that at the age of four the could read as 
well as most children at ten. At fifteen she graduated at 
the head of her class from the Convent of the Sacred Heart, 
in Chicago. At sixteen she became the wife of Mr. Herbert 
C. Ayer, a then wealthy iron merchant of Chicazo and 
Your g: town, Ohio. 

Society knew Mrs. Ayer as a leader, because of her wealth, 
her beaut:, ability, and hospitality. Her intimate friends 
knew her asa loving mother and noble woman. The poor 
as their friend, not in words alone, but always in decds of 
kindness. 





HARRIET HUBBARD AYER, 


She was then, as now, a person of the best impulses, and | 


generous toa fault. The mo t remarsable thing, however, | St Leon Water 


in the history of this interesting woman, is that, although 
born and raised in luxury, she met disaster bravely and 
unflinchingly when it came, thinking, as usual, more about 
the welfare of others than her own comfort and concern 

Mrs. Ayer is a woman whose history would read as “far 
more improbable than the wildest fiction ever written, and 
of whom in recounting the sad story of her life—and how in 
a few hours she found herself instead of rich in millions, 
absolutely destitute with two little daughters to support— 
the New York Herald said, *‘ She is a woman whom any 
country may be proud to call her daughter.’’ To-day Mrs. 
Harriet Hubbard Ayer’s name in the business world is a 
tower of strength. She has gained the confidence and re- 
spect of every business house with which she has had deal- 
iogs. It has been her motto to always tell the truth. Her 
advertisements, which the whole country has read, are plain 
and truthful statements. The result of such a policy is 
this: Mrs. Ayer is the head of a great and prosperous busi- 
ness, founded by her, and to-day by her guided and directed 

n all its departments. 

Mrs. Ayer is a woman of perfect breeding as a well-born 
American, cultured and accomplished, she has been cordially 
received by the litterati and beau monde of London and 
Paris. She speaks French and Italian as fluently as English, 
and her knowledge of literature is very extensive. 





How Mrs. Ayer accidentally obtained the for- 
mula for the Famous Reeamicr Cream. 


One day, in Paris, Mra. Ayer, while suffering intensely 
from the scorching sun of a July journey across the English 
Channel, was offered a pot of cream by an old French lady 
friend, to be used on her fave when retiring, being assured 
that it would do wonders in softening and beautifying the 
complexion. Its effects were so magical and so marvellous 
that Mrs. Ayer became anxious to possess the formula for 
the cram, which she learned was not an article to be 
bought. But the old French lady finally sold the recipe, 
which (so she told Mrs. Ayer) was the one used by her 
beautiful and famous ancestor, Julie Recamier, for forty 
years, and was the undoubted secret of her wonderful 
beauty, which Mme. Recamnier retained until her death. 





What the Recamier Preparations are and why 
they are to be used, 


Recamier Cream, which is the first of these world-famous 
reparations, is made from the recipe by Julie Recamier. 
t is not a cosmetic, but an emollient to be applied at night 

just before retiring, and to be removed in the morning by 
bathing freely. It will remove tan and sunburn, pimples, 
red spots and blotches, and make your face and hands as 
smooth, as white and as soft as an infant's. 

Recamier Balm is a beautifier, pure and simple. It is not 
a whitewash, and unlike most liquids Recamier Balm is ex- 
ceedingly beneficial and is absolutely imperceptible, except 
in the delicate freshness and youthfulness which it imparts 
to the skin. 

Recamier Lotion will remove freckles and moth patches ; 
is soothing and efficacious for any irritation of the cuticle, 
and is the most delightful of washes for removing the dust 
from the face after traveling, and is also invaluable to gen- 
tlemen to be used after shaving. 

Recamier Powder is in three shades, white, flesh and 


| Imported Soda Water 





cream. It is the finest powder ever manufactured, and is 


delightful in the nursery, for gentlemen after shaving and 


for the toilet generally. 

Recamier Soap is a perfectly pure article, guaranteed 
free from animal fat. This soap contains many of the heal- 
ing ingredients used in compoundiog Recamier Cream and 
Lotion. 

The Recamier Toilet Preparations are positively free from 
all poisonous ingredients, and contain neither lead, bismuth, 
nor arsenic. The foilowing certificate is from the eminent 
Scientist and Professor of Chemistry, Thomas B, Stillman, 
of the Stevens’ Institute of’ Technology : 

40 Broapway, New York, Jan., ISs7. 
Mrs. H. H. Aver: 

Daak MapamM,—Samples of your Recamier Preparations 

have been ana'yzed by me. I find that there is nothing 


in them that will harm the most delicate skin, and which is - 


not authorized by the French Pharmacopewia as safe and 
beneficial ia preparations of this character. 
Respectfully yours, 
Tuomas B. St.uuMAN, Mse., Pu. D 


If your druggist does no’ keep the Recamier P separations, 
————— 





TO B& HAD At 


Dan Taylor & Co.s 
HARRIET HUBBARD AYER’S 


Recam er Cream 
Recamier Balm 


| Recamier Moth and Freckle Lotion | 


Recamier Soaps 
Recamier Powders 


AND 


SEVEN SUTHERLAND SISTERS 
Hair Grower and Hair and Sealp Cleaner 


ARCADE PHARMACY, 133 YONGE STREET 
TELEPHONE 1108 


refuse substitutes. Let him order for you, or order yourself 
from the Canadian office of the Recamier Manu- 
facturing Company, 374 and 376 St. Paul street, 
Montreal, For sate in Canada at our regular New York 
prices: Re:amier Cream, $1.50; Recamier Balm, $1.50; 
Recam'er Moth and Freckle Lotion, $1 50; Recamier Soap, 
scented, 50c., unscented, 25c.; Recamier Powder, jarge 
boxes, 21.00; small boxes, 50c. 





LEADING LINES 
ROSENBAUM’S BAZAAR 
159 King Street East---the Market 


Large cab'net frames, 25°.; school bags, 25c.; plush 
satchels, 25c ; swinging clubs, 25c.; infants’ baskets, 35c.; 
ealt and pepper sets, lic ; and 25,000 other articles in the 
Sale proportion. Special just received for the Christmas 
trade, kid body dolls, with bisque heads, shoes, stockings, 
gloves and dress, only 25c. s 
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Charming Bengaline Silks 


For Evening Dresses and Blouses, 50 and 75 cents 
per yard. Every Imaginable Color. 


OUR FAMOUS BLACK SILKS 


In every quality. 
COMBINATION DRESSES AT $390 UP, 


A range of those elegant JERSEY JACKETS just to hand. 
ORDER SEALETTE MANTLES NOW. 


212 Yonge Street 


HE BEST PLACE IN THE CITY IS 
CUNNINGHAM’S JEWELRY STORE 


For Manufacturing New Designs in 


Jewelry, Diamonds and Watches 
77 Yonge St., 2 Doors North of King 


Pike’s Piano Polish 


ro ee Ws 


Easily applied, dries quickly, and leaves a permanent 
polish which does not smear or finger-mark. 


A Trial Is Sufficient To Establish Its Merits 
Bingham’s Pharmacy 


100 Yonge Street, Toronto 
WINE DEPARTMENT 


Native Wines 


“ 




















Canadian Ales and Porter 
Imported ‘ = Port 


Lager Beer Sherry *‘ 
Canadian Whiskys Taragona Wines 
imported se Madeira = 
Brandies Coca - 
Imported Ginger Ales Ginger - 
Domestic - os Santomo rs 


Clarets—Best Brands 
Liqueurs 

Bitters 

Bethesda ‘ Cordials 

Apollinaris Water Rum 

Holland and Tom Gin Champagnes, &., &. 


’ ‘ 
S H A V E R S No. 4 iquaauat sae. Yonge 


. Telephone 1850 
(N.B,—AIl goods warranted as represented.) 


Domestic ** 


UEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY, 


BERMUDA 


Sixty hours from New York—THURSDAYS. 


BARBADOS 


Trinidad and West Indies—FORTNIGHTLY. A. AHERN, 
Sec. Quebec S.S. Co., Quebec, 
BARLOW CUMBERLAND, 72 Yonge 8t., Toronto. 


NORDDEUTSCHER LLOYD 


Fast route to London and Continent. Express steamers 
twice a week from New York to Southampton (London, 
Havre and Paris) and Bremen. 

GB. WHA. ccce ........Saturday, Nov. 9 
8. 8. SAALE..........0000 Wednesday, Nov. 13 
TE, Ts coc 0c t0c0ccadecs Means as 20 

Clyde built steamers. Palatial equipment. OELRICHS 
& CO., 2 Bowling Green, New York. 

BARLOW CUMBERLAND, 72 Yonge St., Toronto. 


NOTICE 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN 


Contemplating taking a Commercial, Short- 
hand, Telegraph ot General English Course 
should sent five cents in stamps and receive 
a copy of our new prospectus containing 
full information. Private Tuition. Faculty 
ef four profzssional teachers always in 
attendance. 


DAY AND EVENING SESSIONS 


OPEN THE ENTIRE YEAR 








Address J. M, 
TORONTO BUSINESS COLLEGE 


Corner Yonge and Shuter Streets, Toronto, Can. 
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Plumber & Gasfitter 

; 2315 Queen §t 
| | Wes 


t ' 


vA 


TG 


2 
4 
z 
ry 
H 

ol 
uO 


ad 





The Light 
Running Do- 
mestic sewing 

Machine, 


The first High 
Arm, the ficst 
Cylinder Shuttle, 
the first Large 
Bobbin, the first 
Drop Leaf, the 
first Self-Setting 
Needle, the first 
Loose Pulley, the 
first Under Braider 


R. ¢. 
WILLIAMSON 


677 Queen St, 
Wert. 


| 
| 
| 
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| MRS. MILLER 


the Dominion. 
still our stock is too large, and with a view 








Although our Sales for October were the largest we have ever had, 


of largely reducing the same, 


WONDERFUL BARGAINS 


will be offered all THIS MONTH in Every Department. 


Every Lady in Town or 


Country will not only get the finest stock in the Dominion to choose from, but they 
will save money by doing theie FALL AND WINTER SHOPPING at 


W. A. MURRAY & CO’S 


17, 19, 21, 








city a 


Seal 


use 0 





FURS! 
JAMES HARRIS & CO. 


23, 25 and 27 KING STREET EAST, and 12 COLBORNE STREET, TORONTO 


FURS! 


9 Yonge Street 


Are now showing a magnificent range ot 
BOAS and MUFFS in BEAR and all 
fashionable furs. 


Our Large Full Black Boas 


at $16 are the best ever offered in the 


t the price. 


Mantles and Walking Jackets 


ARE OUR SPECIALTY 


We guarantee a PERFECT FIT, and 


nly the best material in their manu- 


facture. 


[REPAIRING PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO 


JAMES HARRIS & CO. 


99 Yonge Street, Toronto 





DORENWEND'S /TRY OUR NEW PATENT 


Hair Dressing Room 


Is where the ladies of Toronto go to have ! 
their hair attended to. 


Cutting, Shampooing, 
Singing, Dressing, &c. 


Ladies attended to at their residences. 
Hair Dressing for Parties, Balls, Enter- 
tainments, Etc. Appointments can be 
hii} made by telephone. Dorenwend also 

i) carries the largest stock of Hair Goods in 
Canada 

) Ladies’ Frontpieces, Bangs, Wigs, | 
! Switches, Etc. 

Gents’ Toupees, Wigs, Etc. | 





H hy! 4 
we” A. DORENWEND 
Paris Hair Works, 103 and 105 Yonge Street / 


TELEPHONE 1551. 


A. E. FAWCETT 


Successsor to C. Sheppard 


CHEMIST AND DRUGGIST 


67 King Street West 


Physicians’ prescriptions and family recipes accurately 
compounded. Telephone No. 73 


ARMAND’S HAIR STORE 
407 Yonge Street 407 


HAIR GOODS 


All styles of ready-made Coiffures, Frontpieces, Fringes, 
Pompadour Fronts, Waves, half Wigs, entire Wigs, for 
Ladies and Gentlemen, always on hand or made to order on 
shortest notice. Best quality and best finish. 
Hair-dressing for Balls, Soirees, Theater, 

Photos, etc. 


Hair Trimming, Singeing and Shampooing 
HAiR DYEING 


and Restoring to its Original Color, in ten different shades. 
Price per bottle $1.50 and §3 00. Extract of Walnuts. 

















Sele Agency for Canada Wholesale and Retail 


ARMAND’S HAIR STORE 
407 Yonge Street 407 


TORONTO, Ont. 


(LATE OF 100 YONGE ST.) 


Modiste, Dress & Mantle Maker 


HAS REMOVED TO 





SPADINA AVENUE 








YATISI 


CORSET 


This is the most perfect-fitting and 


comfortable corset in the market. 


Crompton Corset Coy 


Sole Manufacturers for the Dominion 





STOVEL & CO. 
LADIES’ TAILORS 
COSTUME AND HABIT MAKERS 
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HLS. Morison&Co. x“ 


YONGE STREET, 


CORNER ALBERT 


SHOW THE VERY LATEST DESIGNS AND SHADES IN FINE 


MANTLES 


Jackets, 
Wraps, 
Ulsters, 


AND 


Russian Oirculars. 


in the 


CHILDREN’S MANTLES in the 
MAIDS’ ULSTERS AND PALET 


DRESS AND MANTLE M 


very latest 


DRESS GOODS 


Combination Suitings, 

Border Dresses, 

Foulie Cloths, 

Royal Venetian Cloths, 

Henriettas, Amazon Cloth, Ete., Ete. 


al with silk and trimmings to match. 


styles, sizes from two years up, 


price. 


OTS in great variety. 


AKING OUR SPECIALTY 


Every Garment Guaranteed Per‘ect in Drap- 


ings, Fit and Fi 
Furnished. Pri 


nish. Estimates 
ces Moderate. 
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GABRIELLE 


SERIES. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


OUR ‘‘FAMILY HERALD” 


Gabrielle Hope was twenty nine, and not 


married—indeed she had very strong ideas of ! 


her own on the subject of matrimony. She 
thought that, when a woman devoted her 
whole life to one man, she had nothing left for 
the rest of his fellow-creatures; and it was her 
very decided opinion that mankind in general 
required so much improving that no thought- 
ful woman was justified in selfishly devoting 
her life to one man in particular, especially 


when such service meant a life of ease and pleas- | 


ure for herself. 
Ir was certainly true that Miss Hope had 


never had a proposal in her life—a fact which, ; 


her friends maliciously suggested, might have 
had something to do with her opinions upon 
the subject of marriage. It was also true how- 
ever that her life had been far too practical and 
busy, far too full of many interests, to allow of 
any time for love-making. 

She believed thoroughly in the possibility of 
improving the condition of the human race, 
and threw herself, heart and soul, into the 
task of bringing the amelioration about. 

With all her enthusiasm, Miss Hope had no 
self-conceited ideas about her own particular 
work. She was too much in earnest, believed 
tar too passionately in the gradual elevation of 
the human race, to be anything but humble as 
to her own share in placing the steps on which 
humanity was to rise. So intensely did she 
hope and desire that her greatest efforts 
seemed to be too trifling to be noticed among 
those of others. 

One of Gabrielle Hope’s pet theories was that 
a woman, so long as she went a>dout doing 
good, was perfectly safe, and need never fear 
molestation at the hands of the humanity she 
was trying to help, no matter how degraded 
the people among whom she worked might be. 
As she lived in the very center of a community 
of colliers—-a class not distinguished as a rule 
for elevation of thought or high moral prin- 
ciples—she had every opportunity of putting 
this theory into practice. 


Acting up to it, Miss Hope was walking un- | 


attended along a rather lonely country lane one 
Saturday afternoon, just as the dusk of the 
short wihter day was stealing over the fields 
and had almost hidden the tall chimneys of the 
distant factories. Sne was on her way to a 
little hut near an old shaft which had long 
since ceased to be worked, where every Saturday 
afternoon she held a class for rough collier-lads. 
She had started the classcnly a month before, 
so that it was hardly yetin working order, and, 
though the steady earnest light in her gray 
eyes was as bright as ever, there was a rather 
anxious expression on her face, which had lost 
the pretty freshness of thoughtless girlhood. 
Some of Gabrielle’s old friends said she had 
fallen off dreadfully ; but people who had not 
known her in her days of girlish prettiness 
found a beauty in her which satistied them. 

The hut appeared in view at last, looking 
desolate and dreary enough, with many signs 
of neglect and ruin surrounding it. She 
glanced round, but none of her pupils were in 
sight, although she herself was rather late. 
Could they have come and gone? Rough and 
undisciplined as they were, it was not improb- 
able that they had grown tired of waiting for 
a lesson which they did not care much about, 
and had gone back to the village. 

The door of the hut was open, and she entered, 
hoping to find at least one or two lads inside. 
The place was empty; but, as she stepped into 
it, looking round with a sense of disappoint- 
ment—she had so hoped that she had begun to 
make some impression on the lads!—the door 
closed sharply behind her, while a shout of 
hoarse laughter, the sound of hurrving feet 
outside, and the sudden darkness betrayed the 
dreadful fact that she was the victim of a cruel 
jest, probably perpetrated by the young savages 
whom she was trying to help. 

With an indignant exclamation she sprang 
towards the door, striking it sharply with her 
hands and calling to them in a loud tone: 

**Lads, what do you mean? You shouldn't 
play such silly tricks!” 

A shout of derisive laughter, the sound of a 
**war-dance” of heavy boots, and a shower of 
gravel and stones tlung against the door— 
which was securely barred against her efforts 
to open it—was the only response. 

Gabrielle’s eyes growing accustomed to the 
darkness, she discovered the fact, as she 
glanced desperately round the hut, that the 
window too had been blocked up. It had all 
been premeditated, for the window was closed 
on the outside by means of two or three boards 
nailed securely against it. 

‘The shameful creatures!” she cried pas- 
sionately, a sense of their injustice and ingrati- 
tude giving force to her indignation. ‘ Oaly 
to think—— 

She ran back to the door and thumped it 
again, ordering them this time to let her out. 
But her captors discerned only the humor of 
the situation, for they had been indulging in 
copious libations at a public house in the neigh 
borhood. They shouted and jeered and treated 
her to volleys of rough wit and sarcasm, till 
her eyes were filled with tears of bitterness and 
her cheeks flushed crimson. 

“fhe brutes!” she exclaimed. 
all tipsy !” 

Her words were quite true, though three of 
the lads, under her coaxing and exhortations, 
had taken the pledge the week before. 

She stood there in the darkness, her hands 
tightly clasped, her slender stately figure 
drawn up to its full height, though her lips 
were quivering with anger and shame and the 
gray eyes gleamed with a fierceness not 
generally seen in their grave earnest depths. 

An idea suddenly occurred to her. * How 
foolish she had been not to think of it before! 
The hut was divided into two compartments. 
There was a little door at the back, opening on 
to one of the great mounds of earth and 
rubbish; they might not have closed that. 
She was not afraid. If she could get outside, 
she would tell them what she thought of their 
disgraceful conduct. She groped her way io 
the direction of the other room, stumbling in 
the dark over a piece of wood and striking her 
hand against a rusty nail in the wall in trying 
to save herself from falling. NHer tender flesh 
was torn, but she did not feei the pain as she 
groped her way through the low entrance into 
the smaller room and felt along the wall until 
she came to the door. 

With a wildly-beating heart she raised the 
latch, and the door moved. She almost cried 
aloud in her joy; but the next moment she 
uttered a scream of terror, as some one, with a 
clattering of loose stones and earth, seemed to 
tumble with half the mound of rubbish into the 
hut. 

A half-suppressed but perfectly distinguish 
able imprecation came from the lips of the 
intruder ; then there was a fiercer and wilder 
yell from the wretches outside, and a hasty 
stampede of rough heavy feet as they ran round 
to the back of the hut. Before Gabrielle knew 
what was happening, the door was slammed to 
amid renewed shouts of delight. Then she 
heard the sound of rubbish, stones, and gravel 


* They are 


clattering down against the door, as the col- | 
liers barricaded this last exit; and her heart | 


was filled with popes despair. 

Miss Hope's feelings, however, were trifling 
indeed when compared with the fury of the in- 
dividual who was shut up with her. Appar- 
ently sergetting the presence of a lady, he 
anathematised his captors to his heart’s con- 
ome between his thumpings at the barricaded 
door. 


“Open at once, you scoundrels, or else you'll | 
vm your master; you'll find | 


pay dearly for it |! 
at out soon enough if you don’t obey!” 

But the qnary command only brought duwn 
an avalanche of earth and stones, as the lads, 
enjoying the fun more than ever, danced about 
like savages after a war-feast. 

“*Oh, don’t exasperate them any more” cried 


TPORUNTO SATURDAY 


| Miss Hope. ‘‘ We shall have the whole of that 
mound’ down on us, and be buried alive! It 
really isn’t safe!” 

“It wouldn't be safe for them if I were out- 
side!” exclaimed her-fellow prisoner, groping 
his way in the darkaess to where she stood. 
**Miss Hope!” 

*“Gabvielle started as he addressed her, for 


| having heard him utter such forcible if inele- 
gant language as he had just been using. 
| “Mr. Tylor! How did you come here?” she 
; exclaimed, straining her eyes in the endeavor 
to see his face in the dark ; but she could dis- 
tinguish only the outline of a tall powerful 
| figure. 

**How? I'm sure I can hardly say myself. I 
was passing along by the road, and heard 
shouts; so, suspecting mischief, I just came 
over to look, and——” But Mr. Tylor was too 
excited for further explanation, and began 
thumping the door again. ‘‘ Look here—you 
seem to be laboring under some delusion!” he 
shouted to the lads outside. ‘Just remember 
that Iam Mark Tylor, your master; and, if 
you don't open the door at once and apologize 
to Miss Hope for your infamous conduct, you 
will leave my service to-morrow !” 

A volley of howls and jeers was the only 
answer. . 

**Mark Tylor!” ‘‘Our master!” ‘Our 
fiddlesticks! ’ ‘‘ Our master bean’t an old softy 
like you!” ‘‘Makea matcho’it!” “Give us 
summat to drink your ’ealth with!” ‘Ask 
the master to give us a holiday to look at the 

| wedding!” 
Miss Hope shrank back into the darkest cor- 
ner she could find. Mr. Tylor’s face grew 
whiter and his language more forcible, and he 
studiously kept his eyes turned away fron his 
companion, as if the darkness did not suffice to 
} hide the slender, shrinking figure. 

‘*T am afraid,” he said a few minutes later, 
finding that his efforts were fruitless, ‘‘ that 
they don’t really recognise my voice. They 
would never dare to behave so if they did. But 
of course I have been very much away, and 
have not had time yet to make myself known 
toallthe men. You will say this is a fitting 
punishment fer an absentee landlord.” 

He spoke lightly, ignoring the fact that she 
had heard the insulting words of the mischiev- 
ous colliery lads, She understood his meaning 
and was gratified, though his careless, easy 
manner did not prevent the hot, crimson flush 
from still lingering in her cheeks. 

‘* All we can do is to wait a little while till 

| they have tired themselves out. In the mean- 
time, if we only had a candle to !ight up this 
dismal hole, we might be more comfortable.” 

Miss Hope was so intensely relieved when 
she found that Mr. Tylor made no allusion to 
his frequently-expressed prophecies as to what 
would one day happen to her if she persisted in 
going about unattended, that the instinct of 
rebellion which his presence had at first roused 
in ner breast gave place to meekness, 

‘*] believe there are some candles, if the boys 
haven't taken them, in the other room,” she 
said, her voice a lfttle less steady then usual. 

He struck a match, and together they made 
their way into the large room, he guiding her 
footsteps. A good many matches had to 
be burnt before the candles were found 
in a wooden box in a corner; and, as Miss 
Hope stood in the middle of the room, in an 
attitude of misery and despair, while Mr. Tylor 
groped about, tumbling over various things 
and making his hands black with the coal-dust, 
she had to think over the fulfilment of his pro- 
phecies. But the candles were found at last, 
and, with a triumphant exclamation, Mr, Tylor 








succeeded in lighting one and fixing it upright 


on the narrow ledge of the window. 

‘* Now we're all right!” he said, with a smile, 
looking at her face with keen eagereyes. He 
was positive that once, while a match was 
burning, he had seen tears in her eyes, so he 
had not glanced at her again unti] now. ‘* But, 
Miss Hope, what is the matter? You are hurt!” 

He stepped quickly to her side, for he had 
caught sight of the wounded hand, which was 
still bleeding. 

*‘It is nothing,” she replied, trying to smile, 
but not succeeding very well, for the hand was 
intensely painful now, throbbing and smarting 
till she could scarcely bear to touch it. She 
put it behind her so that he should not see it. 

“Give ittome!” he said imperiously. ‘*‘ There 
is one thing I have learned knocking about as 
an absentee landlord, and that is how to dress 
a wounded hand.” 

In spite of his pleasant smile and the kindly 
look in his eyes, he evidently meant to be 
obeyed, and Miss Hope submitted. His face 
grew pale as he looked at the little pink palm 
which was torn so crue ly. 

** Those,” he began again, and then checked 
himself, as if the touch of the slender fingers in 
his hand recalled him to a sense of propriety. 
‘*Give me that necktie!” he said. ‘*Do you 
mind my tearing it?” 

She declared that she did not mind, and un- 
fastened the little white-silk necktie with her 
disengaged hand. 

With careful tender fingers he bound up the 
ugly wound, she standing perfectly still in 
silent obedience. 
eyes seemed to trouble her a little, for her pale 
face flushed, and she evidently felt uneasy. As 
he finished, he murmured some words that 
sounded so very much like ** Poor little thing!” 
tnat the wounded hand trembled suddenly in 
his grasp and was swiftly withdrawn, as Miss 
Hope stepped back from him. Whatever he 
had said however, his quiet easy manner did 
not desert him. Apparently he did not even 
notice her abrupt movement. 

The lads were still laughing and hooting out- 
side, so he quietly drew forward a long wooden 
bench which had been placed in the hut for the 
use of Miss Hope’s pupils, and placed it in the 
middle of the room. 

‘You may as well sit down,” he said. 
afraid it isn’t over-clean, but——” 

As he had taken so much trouble, she could 
not very well refuse todo ashe requested. She 
sat down, but as far av ay from him as possible. 
He looked at 
then walked over to the candle, which appar 
ently needed re-arranging. It was leaning 
dangerously near to a crevice in the wall 
through which a current of air was pouring. 
It was such very greasy work arranging the 
spluttering candle that Miss Hope, watching 
him, began to take quite an interest in his 
efforts. Mr. Tylor’s dandyism—or what she 
considered such—had always excited her con- 
tempt; besides which, she had always had a 
certain feeling of scorn for the absentee land- 
lord, even before she had seen him. When he 
came home to attend to his affairs, two months 
before, she had been prepared to dislike and 
despise him intensely. 

He turned suddenly as she was watching 

| him, and interpreted the expression on her face 
correctly. Judging from the twinkle of amuse 
ment in his eyes, he was not at all angry with 
| her. He glanced down at his well-shaped 
hands, and said ruefully : 

“I don’t like tallow-candles, 
smell very pleasantly.” 
| ‘* And you don’t like to have anything to do 
| with disagreeable things, Mr. Tylor.” 

‘“‘I would rather have to do with pleasant 
things. Do you think gentlemen ought to 
have dirty hands, Miss Hope?” 

‘*No—certainly not!” she answered, with 
some signs of discomfiture. His question, 
though innocently asked, seemed in some way 
to challenge the opinion she had formed of 
him, ‘* Why should you ask such a thing?” 
| “I don’t know. Only sometimes I fancy you 
| think my hands look too clean. They’re not 
| particularly white either. I don't often wear 
| gloves—and they’re grimy enough now.” He 
| looked down again with an expression of dis- 
' may at his grimy hands, 


“Tm 


They don't 


she had not recognized his voice at first, never | 





HOPE. 





The look of concern in his | 


her inquiringly for a moment, | 


| you are laughing at me or not. 





Miss Hope, still with the same feeling of 
scorn towards him, looked too; but she was 
compelled to own that the hand, though well 
shaped and carefully tended, was strong and 
steady. 

“Do you like it better to-day?” he asked 
abruptly. 

The question was so unexpected that she 
started, and then flushed hotly, vexed and 
rather indignant at his having again read her 
thoughts correctly. 

‘It isn’t a very interesting subject,” she 
said, with a mocking smile. 

‘*No, it isnot,” he agreed meekly. Thensehe 
sat down at the opposite end of the bench. 
‘“* There seems to be less noise outside,” he said, 
after a few moments. ‘I'll have another try 
at the doors by-and by. But I think. if you 
don’t mind, it is best to wait a little longer. 
They'll soon get tired ; and it’s advisable not to 
rouse them, The young wretches-—I'll give 
them a lesson to-morrow, and——” 

But Miss Hope's feelings had been undergoing 
a change, and some of her pet theories were 
getting the upper hand again, 

‘“Oh, please don’t!” she interposed, turning 
quickly, and in her eagerness moving a littls 
nearer to him. ‘After all, they don’t know 
any better. And one must be patient. I’m 
sorry I felt so angry at first. They are such 
poor, rough, ignorant boys that——” 

A loud yell and another sharp shower of 
stones on the rough walis made her start and 
stop abruptly. 

“Yes,” said Mr, Tylor, ‘‘they are certainly 
rough and ignorant, a little brutal too, treating 
the kind tender-hearted teacher——” 

**Oh, please don’t!” she exclaimed, in dis- 
tress. ‘I don’t mind a bit!” 

‘*T’m sure I don’t!” he declared, so emphati- 
cally that Miss Hope glanced at him rather 
dubiously. ‘It’sa change,” he went on, ‘*from 
drawing-rooms. You know even the absence 
of teaisarelief. But, all the same——” 

**Oh, no, you really mustn't do it!” 

“Do what ?”—‘* Why, punish the boys.” 

‘*“Do you mean it?” he asked, with such 
earnest interest that almost unconsciously he 
moved a little nearertoher. ‘* You don’t think 
it would improve them? Of course I will leave 
it to you; you know best. I'm mucb too ignor- 
ant to read these young ruftians’ characters. 
Now you are so clever at it that——” 

‘““Mr. Tylor—please! You are laughing at 
me! Itisn’t kind. I know I am apt to be pre- 
judiced and think too much of my own judg- 
ment; but I didn’t know—— ” 

“That I could use such bad language,” he 
said calmly, as she paused, distressed and 
vexed. ‘‘ Really the provocation was so great, 
to say nothing of the surprise, that I quite for- 
got there was a lady present.” 

‘*Oh, I didn’t mind that at all!” exclaimed 
Miss Hope. “I only hope——” 
“That I sha'n't do it again ? 

won't,” he said gravely. 

This was not quite what she was going to 
say ; but his cool way of taking up her words 
disturbed her so that she could not make up 
her mind whether she was annoyed, distressed, 
or disappointed. It seemed to her as though 
this Mr. Tylor were always going to have some 
baneful influence over the calm earnestness of 
her working life. From the very first time 
she had met him till this terrible evening, 
when she was forced in this ignominious fash- 
ion to put up with his society, every encounter, 
every argument-—even the sight of him in a 
room, in the street, or in church—had dis- 
tressed her to such an extent that she could 
never tell whether it was intense dislike or a 
disturbing interest that he excited in her. 


She was so agitated by conflicting feelings 
now that she became silent, her hands lying 
clasped on her knee, her face turned slightly 
away from him. Suddenly a faint cry broke 
from her lips, and, with a swift movement, 
gathering her skirts closer round her, she drew 
still nearer to him. 

‘* What is it, Miss Hope?” he exclaimed. 

‘*Nothing!” she replied, evidently very much 
ashamed of herself, and trying bravely to sit 
still, but with an unmistakable expression of 
fear on her face. ‘It is only a beetle—-a black 
one—and I don’t like black beetles. And I 
think it’s coming towards me! O-h!” 

The faint ‘‘O.-h” appeared to delight him in- 
tensely, judging from the mischievous light in 
his eyes as he moved hurriedly to her end of the 
form. There was a very fine specimen of the 
beetle tribe on the edge of the form, apparently 
anxious to seek the shelter of Miss Hope’s 
shadow. Mr. Tylor seized it quickly in his 
fingers. 

* Don’t kill it, poor thing!” pleaded Gab 
rielle, with a shudder of disgust, striving hard 
to preserve her self-control. 

He carried the objectionable insect towards 
the other room and dropped it into the dark- 
ness beyond; but when he came back she 
looked more ashamed of herself than ever. 

‘* What will you think of me? It is so dread- 
fully silly at my age too. But I have never got 
over my dislike to the poor things, though I 
have tried since I was quite a little girl.” 

“I don’t think you need go on trying,” he 
said. ‘I hate tallow-candles but I don’t make 
any effort to get over thedislike. I don’t think 
it is of any use doing so _ Besides, it is rather 
nice to feel that you are not above all human 
weaknesses.” 

He sat down again, but this time much 
nearer the middle of the bench. If she disliked 
being too near him, she did not notice his posi- 
tion. 

‘*Mr. Tylor, you need not make me so ashamed 
of myself? I didn’t think I appeared so con- 
ceited and silly to you.” 

A strange grave expression came into Mr. 
Tylor’s eyes as he answered : 

**It is I who should complain. 


I promise you I 


It is you who 


| have misjudged me—I only meant what I said. 


You seem to me to be so far above common fol- 
lies that you are beyond the reach of poor 
mortals, unless they are as rough and ignorant 
as colliers. You don’t mind, condescending if 
the subject is low enough !” 

His concluding words were spoken in quite a 
different tone; perhaps he had noticed her 
slight movement towards the end of the form 
again. 

**T don’t know,” she said, in a low tone, “if 
I only know 
that I would give my life to help them; it is so 
terrible to see the poor with their hard unlovely 
lives, their lack of all that makes life easy and 
happy tous! And 1 can do so little!” 

The faint vibration of scornful passion in her 
voice touched the man, for suddenly his eyes 
grew very tender, He rose and walked to the 
end of the room, and then came back and sat 
down again, this time in the middle of the 
form. 

**It is lucky for the world that there are such 
women as you,” he said. ‘*‘ We should all be 
better if we were drawn within their influence; 
but some men are unlucky. I think I am—I 


was never taught to care much about the peo-* 


ple who were on a lower level than myself 
My father let me do as I liked, and my mother 
died when I was quite achild. When I came in- 
to the property I was just about twenty-three, 
and had never had anything to do with busi- 
ness affairs. I had hitherto only spent money, 
and, beyond feeling that I had now still more 
to spend, I didn’t take any interest in how it 
was got. I thought of money only as a means 
of enabling me to knock about and travel and 
do as I liked. But somehow—through traveling 
about the world, I suppose—I picked up a few 
ideas which induced me to come home two 
months ago. You will say that ten years was 
a long time for a man to take to learn that 
other men had souls and bodies \ike himself. 
But the most difficult lessons take the longest 
time to learn; and soit was — two months 
sinee that I came home, determined to lead a 
different life. But I'm not sure whether I have 
not begun too late. Do you think thirty-three 
is too old, Miss Hope, for a man to begin a new 
course of life?” 

‘*No—not if he is in earnest,” she replied, in 
a low, tremulous tone, 

‘*But it will be hard,” he rejoined, drawing 
nearer to her; ** for 1am so ignorant—I don't 
even know how to begin, See what I did to-day! 
What a nice example in the matter of langyage 
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I set the boys you've been so patiently train- | Gabrielle was either too subdued, too happy, 


ing!” 
his evident sincerity pleased her. ‘‘ Don’t you 
might just take me in hand as well—work 
downwards, you know—make the master a 
good example for the men to follow?” 

He was obliged to be very cautious. He saw 
how the slender figure was trembling. and 
what a troubled look there was on the pale 
face; but he s‘ill spoke in a quiet half-indif- 
ferent tone. 

“How can I teach you?” she queried, look- 
ing up into his handsome face. 

‘There are a great many ways in which you 
could help me ; but there is one particular way 
—-the best way, and——” 

** Don’t mention any one way in particular!” 
she cried in a strange passionate tone. ‘‘ You 
must not forget that I belong to ali—to all who 
are in trouble, to all who are suffering and sin- 
ning. I could do notning that would take me 
away from them.” 

**You mean that you would not give much 
of your life to one because you are afraid that 
you would have too little left for others. But 
is not that a mistake? Could not two do more 
good and useful work than one alone? Could 
not double efforts, double talents, do more than 
single ones? There is another way of looking 
at 1t too. You have such far-reaching, such 
grand ambitions—could not wealth do some- 
thing in the way of helping ‘you to realize 
them? It would build schools and open homes, 
and rescue the distressed. Would it not— 
paltry as it is—help a noble life which gives 
all, ~which cripples and sacrifices itself that 
others may have, which goes without all 
pleasures—nay, even some necessities—so that 
out of her woman’s——” 

‘*Den’t, Mr. Tylor!”—-but it was the vibra- 
tion ia his voice’ rather than the words he 
uttered which moved her so terribly. ‘I doso 
little ; you must not think that I am such a 
woman as you describe. I have little to give, 
but what 1 give I give willingly, and——” 

‘Thea will you not give me something too— 
the power of helping you to help others? 
Gabrielle, Gabrielle, be the angel of my life as 
you are the good angel of others’ lives! Teach 
me too, and let me work by your side. I will 
not claim your life selfishly. I know what you 
think of marriage ; but, darling, it shall not be 
so in ou> case. 1 would not have my wife 
=r from the woman I first learned to 

ove. 

He hac moved nearer to her as he spoke. 
All the muschievous light had gone out of his 
eyes, and his face was as troubled and pale as 
her own. He was so near to her now that he 





A faint smile lighted up his face. and | or too bewildered to resent his behavior, and 


think, Miss Hope,” he went on, ‘that you | 


| 


only laughed a tremulous little laugh, which 
sounded so pleasant to her incorrigible new 
pupil that he had to pause before going to the 
door and kiss her fond'y. 

“Til forgive them for the sake of the match 
they have brought about,” he said, looking 
down at Miss Gabrielle Hope’s pretty flushing 
face. ‘‘If we hadn't been shut up here with 
that tallow-candle——” 

* And the biack-b-eetle,” interposed Gabrielle, 
retreating toa safe distance from his long arms, 

* And the black-beetle, I should never have 
dared to ask you. That black-beetle gave me 
courage. It was such a relief to find that you 
were only a woman after all.” 

She did not dare resent his mocking sarcasm 
this time, for fear of the consequences. He 
seemed so determined to keep the upper hand 
now that she thought it was best to submit. 
She only laughed, and begged him to go and 
open the door, at which the knocking, accom- 
panied by occasional sobs, still continued. 
Mark went over to the door, and, after much 
pulling and shaking from inside, and a great 
deal of work from what appeared to be a res- 
cuing party outside, it was at last burst open. 

there in the new deep twilight stood halfa 
dozen boys. They were not the culprits, but 
they looked rather scared, as if fearing that 
they might be held responsible; and one of 
them—the youngest— was crying. 

At the sight of Mr. Tylor their consternation 
Was most amusing to witness. They would 
have run away had not the youngest boy, with 
sobs and tears, rushed up to Miss Hope, who 
stood just inside the hut. 

**Ob, I just thought they'd killed you! They 
were all drunk. I heard them going on, but I 
didn’t dare come near; so I waited till they'd 
clean gone, and then I got together a few 
chaps, and—and——” At this point the poor 
little boy broke down completely. 

In his eyes Miss Gabrielle Hope was an angel. 
The other boys’ faces, sheepish though they 
were, all expressed their relief at seeing that 
their good friend was unharmed. 

** They didn’t kuow you was there, sir,” said 
the eldest boy to Mr. Tylor, who was looking 
on the scene with much interest, and thinking 
that Gabrielle certainly did look rather like an 
angel, *‘or they'd have never dared. But to 
think of their doing it to Miss Hope! They’re 
a new lot them; they haven't had time yet to 
know what Miss Hope is. They’d never do 
that in six months’ time. Lor, she is a brick, 
sir!” 

Mr. Tylor patted the lad on the head, dis- 
tributed shillings all round, and then took Miss 


had but to put out his hand to touch her arm— | Gabrielle Hope back to her own home. 


so near that her dress brushed against him. 


**Gabrielle,” he went on again—and his voice | was whom they had treated so badl 


was strained to hoarseness—‘'I love you! If 
you desire it, I promise you that our love shall 
go out of our lives to other men, and make 
them happy with its blessing as you have 
made me happy.” 

**Mr. Tylor,” she said, turning her eyes to 
his, ** I want to do what is right.” 

The beautiful gray eyes were filled with 
tears, while the lips, no longer steady with 
grave sweetness, quivered and drooped. She 
did not shrink away from him, for she was too 
painfully agitated fully to understand what 
his words meant. 

Mark Tylor looked down into the upturned 
face, a curious darkening of doubt and fear in 
his eyes. Was he asking for more than she 
could give? Was he really entreating her to 
act in opposition to her life’s ideal? As he 
looked into her face, her arm brushed against 
his by accident, but the touch seemed to thrill 
him. It roused in all its force the great desire 
of his heart; he felt more keenly than ever 
that this was a woman to be won, and who 
would be worthy the winning. She was so 
close to him that her breath fanned his cheek, 
so close that he could feel the trembling of her 
slender figure. Some strange intuition born of 
his passionate love told him how to win his 
answer. Before she could move, his arm en- 
grated her waist and his lips were pressed to 

ers. 

‘*Let me tell vou how to answer me, my 
love, my Gabrielle! Just say, ‘I love you,’ and 
then you will have acted rightly. Can you say 
that?” 

Probably that was what her heart had been 
trying to say every day during the past two 
months. She must have been satisfied, after 
all, that she was right, for they sat for nearly 
half an hour longer on the rough bench. They 
talked a good deal in a broken disconnected 
way ; and their conversation certainly was not 
about the wicked vollier-boys and how to do 
them good, for they did not even know that 


The shock of discovering who the gentleman 
y rather 
sobered the colliers the next day. r. Tylor 


did not punish them, but he had them brought 
before him, and harangued them to such good 
effect, with such judicious mention of Miss 
Gabrielle Hope’s tender loving forbearance, 
that they retired from his presence consider- 
ably ashamed of themselves, 

All the men working at the famous collier 
cheered themselves hoarse at a wedding whic 
took place very soon afterwards—a wedding 
which upset one theory cf Miss Gabrielle 


Hope’s. B. DeEMPSTER. 
Between Two Fires. 
Mr. Lonnsom—Can you—will you be me 


own? 

Father of five of them (in a side whisper)— 
For heaven's sake don't hesitate, Louise! He 
may take it back.—Judge. 
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Amateur Theatricals in the Adirondacks. 

Stiggs— What luck did you have with your 
play last night? Many there? 

Spuggs—Luck? Not much. We only played 
to four kerosene lamps, and two of them went 
out after the first act. 





Man’s Mental Superiority. 


Hayseed (on a crowded New York 


Mrs. 
How air we goin’ 


thoroughfare) —Sakes alive ! 
to git acrost the street? 

Mr. Hayseed (pointing to an elevated rail- 
road station)—Now, see here, Armandy, you 
must stop actin’ as ef you was never in a city 
before. an't you see that bridge!—N. Y. 
Weekly. 
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Hipts on Art Silk Needle Work. 
Ladies who are interested in this beautiful work should 


e Book entitled : Hints 





they had gone off and lefc them to their fate. 


They were first aroused to the present 
timid tap at the barricaded door, and a 


which sounded very sorrowful and contrite 


calling to Miss Hope 

**Some of your hopeful pupils,” said 
Tylor, with the old mischievous light i 
eyes. 
gether at once.” 


** We'll begin our improving lessons to- 


Se SSeS ausmusSaenecensen 


send for a copy of our sixty-four 
on Art Needle Work, just published, handsome! 


by a 
fusely illustrated with patterns of many new 


voice 





and pro- 
beantiful 
articles; also, stitchet for the new decorative work with our 
Art Wash Silks now so popular for home fancy work. I also 


Mark contains a table of sha sing for flowers and birds, and much 
ri | information, valuable and instructive, for those who have & 


0 his | taste for Silk Embroidery Work. 
ceipt of six cents in stamps. 


ufacturers, Montreal. 


Sent free by mail on re- 
Belding, Paul &Co., Silk Man- 
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Queen Mab. 





**Dorothy! Dorothy! I say, Doll, old gir, 
where are you? I’vea letter from the governor, 


and—— 


She stopped abruptly, flushing crimson all 
over her smal), saucy face, to the very roots of 


her tangled, red gold hair. 


She had run upon—not Dorothy, her sister, 
in her favorite seat under the laburnums, but 
a man—tall, dark, haughty—smoking a cigar 
and reading a newspaper with all the non- 


chalance in the world. 


Mab’s consternation amused him, evidently, 
for his eyes smiled although his lips were 


grave. 

‘**T hope the governor is well?” he said, easily, 
lifting a silk tile from a dusky, leonine head. 
‘Your governor happens to be my step- 
mamma’s brother, I believe—to come down to 
the laws of kinship. I am Lawrence Barry, 
generally dubbed Larry by those fortuna'e 
enough to know and love me.” 

** Indeed !°’—-resentfully. 

He was laughing at her, of course, the great, 
black giant. She had often—too often, now 
that she saw him—heard of the great criminal 
lawyer, Lawrence Barry. 

What was he doing here where there were 
no criminals to try? 

“IT was looking for my sister,” she said, 
coldly. ‘ This is where I always find her when 
in the garden. She put that seat there her- 
se]f!”—regarding the late occupier of it with 
suspicion. 

He looked actually concerned. 

“It is in your eyes to accuse me of having 
done away with her,” he said, in deep, rich, 
basso tones. ‘*To prove my innocence I will 
gladly join in the search. Why, here she 
comes now, in the flesh—such exquisite flesh!” 
he said, reproachfully, as Dorothy came saun- 
tering up the shady winding walk. 

‘* Why, Mr. Barry,” she exclaimed, eagerly, 

when did you come?” 

‘*Last night, or, rather”—shaking hands 
warmly—‘in ‘the wee sma’ hours ayont the 
twal.’ Our appearance, Miss Dorothy, is quite 
apropos” —with a comical glance toward Mab, 
which that angry young lady ignored. 

‘“‘T have a letter from papa, Dorothy,” she 
said, sedately. ‘‘He is coming up this after- 
noon.” 

She would have added “‘ Bother” but for the 
amusement she fancied it would have given the 
criminal lawyer to witness her vexation over 
the news. 

They walked back to breakfast together, 
Dorothy and Barry conversing gayly of other 
occasions on which they had met—occasions on 
which Mab Kingsley was still a schoolgirl in 
pinafores, for Dorothy was eight years her 
senior, and—be it spoken softly—twenty-five 

Mab watched them critically, walking 
silently, a bit in the rear. 

How pretty Dorothy looked, with her brown 
eyes a-sparkle, her lips apart, and how Larry 
Barry seemed to admire her. 

For him—pooh! He was thirty-five, if a day, 
and biack and fierce-looking as a Spanish 
pirate, if he wasn’t so well-dressed, so modernly 
courteous-looking. 

During breakfast, he seemed to take great 
pleasure in suddenly surprising hercovert study 
of his strong, masterful face, and addressing 
questions to her—embarrassing questions. 

At its close, he challenged her to a game of 
tennis, while Dorothy read to her invalid aunt 
in the morning-room. 

Mab won the game by long odds. Indeed, 
great lawyer though he might be, Barry proved 
himself an execrable tennis-player, and went 
even a peg lower in Miss Kingsley’s esti- 
mation. 

She didn’t like him at all; he embarrassed, 
awed, annoyed her so. 

“I'll go read for auntie, and you can play 
with Dorothy,” she said, coldly. ‘I don’t care 
for tennis any more.” 

‘** Ah, I was hoping you would teach me the 
art. lam sucha novice”—regretfully. ‘ But, 
neither do I, now. I'll go and hear you read, 
too.” 

Mab turned in the path and faced him 
fiercely. 

‘*No you won’t either. You've been making 
fun of me in your sleeve ever since this morn- 
ing when—when we met, and I don’t think it 
one bit nice of you!”—her voice intense with 
passion. ‘I won’t read for auntie if you come 
to listen.” 

He bowed coldly. The look in his eyes made 
Mab's heart flutter with a gnawing pain, 
which, poor child, she could not understand. 

‘** I will not try to plead my case, Queen Mab. 
It would be useless. I can only hope that 
Time, the great evener, will cheer away your 
prejudices. As God is my judge, I have not 
been making fun of you. Howcould I, child!” 
—in a tender, reproachtul voice which hurt her 
more than anger could. ‘‘From the moment I 
laid my weary eyes upon you I thought you 
the dearest, sweetest of little step-cousins, and 
I would not willingly hurt one chord of your 
heart for words. But ‘tis my misfortune to be 
misconstrued.” 

He lifted his hat and walked away. 

A great sob choked Mab’s throat. With a 
fearful pang of pain she realized the truth in 
the revulsion of feeling that possessed her. 

She—she loved him! Loved him at first 
sight, loved him in an hour with the love which 
must be her doom, because it must live forever. 

She threw herself down on the grass and 
cried as if her heart would break. 

She longed for his forgiveness, his touch, the 
sizht of the dark eyes that had so tenderly 
reproached her harshness, 

3ut it was not Lawrence Barry’s voice which 
broke in upon her convulsive sobs. 

‘* Well, you little fool!” 

And starting up she beheld her father in the 
pathway, regarding her with amazed wrath. 

** What’s the matter? Get up and quit your 
whimpering,” he commanded, in his usual 
forceful way—the way which made him 
obnoxious to his wilful, younger daughter. 

She obeyed. 

** Where is Dolly?” he asked, concerning 
himself no more about her tears or their cause. 

When he had gone up the marble steps and 
disappeared from sight, Mab clinched her small 
fist and shook it after him. 

** I hate you—hate you, and some day I'll pay 
you back for all your meanness to me,” she 
muttered, bitterly. 

Then angry, passionate, rebellious of heart, 
she sauntered off to the woods, and did not 
return tiil dark, 

Dorothy was in-her room, beautifully dressed 
and radiant. 

* Papa says I must captivate Lawrence Barry 
while we stay here,” she laughed heartlessly. 
‘* He says he is rich, influential, and the smart- 
est man at the bar to-day, Besides, he is hand- 
some, fascinating, and—I ll try, anyway.” 

Disgusted and sad for her own future, Mab 
went to her room in silence. 

She had never wasted much time or money 
on dress, but to-night, stirred by some irresist- 
ible impulse, she slipped into her prettiest 
frock, a rcbe of clinging black lace, which en- 
hanced the fairness of her skin, the gold of her 
curling hair. 

Dorothy was in the parlor singing with Law- 
rence Barry, when she came down, 

Barry's voice was arich rare tenor, It went 
to her heart with a pleasure and pain so in- 
tense, that she could not bear to listen in sight, 
so stealing out, unseen, as she thought, she 
wandered near until the song had ended, and 
she heard the singers laughing on the balcony. 

Next day she went to her father. 

“I—I want to go home,” she said. ‘‘ How 
long must I stay here?” 

“Until | am ready to tell you to leave,” he 
answered, harshly, and turning upon his heel, 
fled from her temper, as he chose to term the 

aah reproaches she heaped upon his sardonic 

ead. 

Sauntering near, Lawrence Barry had heard 
the question and answer, the wild storm which 
followed. His face softened, yct darkened 
vengefully. 

** Poor little one!” he muttered, ‘I always 
knew Kingsley was a brute at core; but 
By Jove! dare I?” 





A sudden thought—fearful, delicious, bold— 
had entered his handsome hr ad. 

He paused an instant, then: 

“Til do it,” he said coolly. ‘I'll take her 
away from him, from this obnoxious life of hers 
and, Please Heaven, make her happier in 
mine, 

An instant later he had her crumpled up in 
his arms; a dilapidated young creature, with 
bade eyes looking through her tangled, golden 

air. 

** Dear little girl!” he whispered, kissing 
away her tears. ‘‘ Don’t—don't push me away, 
Mab, Queen Mab. I won’t go,so it’s no use. I 
love you, and I shall love you all the days of my 
life if you will come to me, little one. I’m old, 
cynical, embittered, perhaps; bnt I shall guard 
you, love you ail the better. Will you come, 
my little love of a day?” 

The answer satistied him. It was a fierce 
burst of tears, a closer clinging of dear, little 
hands. 

Daniel Kingsley swore when he heard it. 
That the daughter he hated, had always 
abused, should take the place he had intended 
for the daughter he nad pampered, adored ! 

He swore again ; and Dorothy—pretty Doro- 
thy—cried with mortification. 

But it was all useless. Barry was not the 
man to ve thwarted in a purpose: and luckily, 
for the little girl he married for pity, and 
because he liked her immensely, as he told 
himself, soon became the joy, the pride, the 
light of his heart under happier circumstances, 
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How Turkish Harems are Filled. 


The polygamous Turkish Beys and Agas, 
whose hitherto regular supply of Circassian 
girls from the Caucasus has been cut off from 
them since the annexation ot the province by 
Russia, have recourse now toa bold system of 
rape. They swoop down upon an Armenian 
village, with their acoytes, and carry off to their 
harems, by main force, as many good-looking 
girls and women as they can lay hands on. 
This is permitted to them; and the modus oper- 
andi by which the abduction of Armenian girls 
is rendered legal by the Moslem Judges may be 
summed up as follows: When the relatives 
present themselves in court to claim the 
abducted victim, the ravishers are ready with 
a brace of Moslem witnesses (100 could be pro- 
duced if wanted), who declare on oath that 
the kidnapped woman pronounced in their 
presence the regular formula of the faith: 
‘** There is no God but God, and Mohammed is 
his prophet.” The Judge thereupon dismisses 
the case on the ground that the stolen and 
ravished girl has by that profession abjured 
her former faith and embraced Mohammedan- 
ism. And the verdict of these upright judges 
is not to be set aside.— New Review. 
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A Fair Estimate. 


Mr. Seersucker—I say, my friend, what's the 
difference between a pair of trousers and a pair 
of pants? 

ailor—Four dollars and a half.—Time. 
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A Common Ailment. 


Frappe—Say, Scribbler! Did you ever have 
writer's cramp? 

Scribbler—Yes. I have it nearly all the time. 

“Is that so? Isnt there anything that will 
cure it?” 

‘** Yes, about ten dollars would ease it con- 
siderably.”—Time. 

duuiiinianiaaanislll ibaa 


A Miserable Existence Prolonged 


Farmer Squashead (observing a_ metro- 
politan daily on the counter of the village 
store): What! Ain’t that air paper busted 
=e Why I quit takin’ it fifteen years ago. 
—iime. 


—_ 


The Wrong Train. 


First Train Robber (out West)—Hullo, Bill, 
how'd yer git along wid that job ter day? 

Second Train Robber (sadly)—Didn’t git along 
noway. Got the wrong train. 

‘““Eh? Didn’t yer git the express?” 

‘“Naw; we made a mistake an’ struck an 
excursion of real estate agents, an’ they took 
every cent we had.”—N. Y. Weekly. 
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Before and After. 


Mrs. Honimune—You used to say pretty 
things about linked sweetness, and all that. 

Mr. Honimune—Well, I am just as fond of 
linked sweetness as ever. 

Mrs. Honimune—But you repel my caresses. 

Mr. Honimune—Simply a change of taste, 
my dear, from kisses to sausages, 


~-- 


The Horses had Brains. 


Down street the other day there was a big 
truck loaded with boxes stalled across the 
street car track. The driver of the truck was 
shouting and lashing his horses, and, after two 
or three attempts to move the load, they gave 
up in despair. The driver of the car was an 
old man, and, after watching things for a few 
minutes, he stepped down and approached the 
truckman and queried : 

‘** Did you ever see a horse's head dissected?” 

‘*Naw! What are ye givin’ me?” was the 
angry reply. 

‘“* Well. you’d better find opportunity some 
day. You'll be perfectly astonished. You 
imagine that his head is hollow, or stuffed 
with bran or sawdust, but you are way off. 
Nature gave him brains. Let me prove it.” 

He stepped to their heads, rubbed their 
noses, spoke a few kind words, and then called 
upon them to put forth all their strength. 
They buckled down to it, pulled together, and 
the truck went over the rails and far beyond. 
The crowd cheered, the car driver looked 
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Eve marris d a gardener. 


The Sagacious Maiden. 


| pleased, and the truckman got away as soon 


| as possible to hide his chagrin. 








CARPET STRETCHER, 


_Never injures the carpet or pulls a thread out of place. 
Simple to use; will never break. Lay your own carpets 
without trouble. For sale by hardware dealers or sent to 
any address on receipt of $2. GILMOUR & CO., Montreal. 


OVERCOATINGS 


MELTONS-—-all SHADES 
NAPS-—-various QUALITIES 


ALSO 


Whitneys, Montagnacs and Elysians 
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Full Range of Fall and Winter Suit- 
ings and Pantings 


THE BEST $3.50 PANTS 


IN THE CITY 


B. SPAIN 


455 Queen St. West 








J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto, 
TELEPHONE 679. 


ASPLENDID CHANCE 


WE WILL GIVE NEW SUBSCRIBERS 


**SATURDAY NIGHT” 


AND THE 


WORLD TYPEWRITER 


For $10, cash with order. The price of the Typewriter 
alone is $10, See advertisement of this machine in 
another column. 


J. W. Cheeseworth 


TAILOR AND DRAPER, 
106 King St. West 








A Complete Assortment os 


| Fall and Winter Goods 


Suitable for Gentlemen’s present -wear 


N.B.—The public should call and see our Cheviots and 
Scotch Tweeds, suitable for Double-breasted Sack Suits. 


FLORENCE SILK MITTENS 


The ENGRAVING show 
latest style Mittens made 
from 


FLORENCE 


Knitti l 
tting Silk 
Lined throughout, wrist and 
back, with silk. They make 
a most durable and fashion- 
able article for Ladies’ wear. 

Sent to any address on re- 
ceipt of $2. Colors—Black, 
navy blueand brown. Three 
other patterns, $1.75, $1.65, 
and $1 50 each. 


FLORENCE HOME 
NEEDLE WORK 
1889 
Contains 96 pages, instruct- 


ing you in Netting, Knitting, 
Tatting and Embroidery, 





each subject fully illustrated, 
sent by mail for 6 cents in 
stamps. 


CORTICELLI SILK CO. 


ST. JOHN'S, P. Q. 








He—I don’t see why you won’t marry a man without capital if he has a good salary. Mother 


She— Yes, and the first thing he did was to lose his situation !— Life. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
admitted. Recent speed tests have proven it to | 
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KENNEDY'S 


LADIES $9.50 sHoE 


Fine French Kid and Dongola Kid, Opera and Com- 

mon Sense Toes; all sizes. 
Be sure and ask for the $2.50 shoe advertised in The 
Saturday Night. 
186 


YONGE STREET 
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MANUFACTURED AND SOLD BY 


EK. CLARK 


105 King Street West 


FH. 








HEATING 
HOT WATER, HOT AIR OR STEM 


In connection with our toun- 
dry, 494 Iking Street West, we 
have established a mostcomplete 
Heating Department, in oreaniz- 
Ing which we have been careful 
to secure Competent Engineers 
tor the several branches, and are 
now prepared to undertake the 
heating of any class of building 
with Water, Air or Steam, giving 
all reasonable guarantees of sat- 
isfaction-to our patrons. 

Weshall be pleased to furnish 
estimates. 


The E. & C. Gurney Co , Ltd. 





The Latest Novels 


| DARELL BLAKE, by Lady Colin Campbell 


hieeéee . B0c. 
SHEBA, by Rifa. Neer pac ice . . B0c, 
MATRON OR MAID, by Mrs. Kennard 300, 





REMINGTON STANDARD TYPEWRITER 


Its Durability aad ease of manipulation are 


Canadian Copyright Editions 
AT ALL BOOKSTORES 





be the fastest writing machine in the world, 
If interested, send for full report 
GEO. BENGOUGH, 36 King Street Easi 


THE NATIONAL PUBLISHING COMP’Y 


TORONTO 
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THE ToroNTO SATURDAY NIGHT 


Editor. 








BDMUND E. SHEPPARD 





SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
t-ated paper, published weekly and devoted to its readers. 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE No. 1709. 





Subscriptions will be received on the following terms: 


GOO TON ciccvccsccccvcccvscsevecceves 82 0@ 
We TROND iis os co ccvccceseccccesveses 1 6e 
Three Months...........ssceeseceeees 5e 


No subscription taken for less than three months. 


Advertising rates made known on application at the busi- 
ness office. 
THE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING CO. (Lruirep), Proprietors 
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Music. 





There has been no dearth of music during 
the last ten days. Quite a brilliant series of 
entertainments was ushered in by the Nora 
Clench concert on Wednesday evening, the 
6th inst. The New Academy of Music, in 
which this entertainment took place, is a 
beautiful room, and has excellent acoustic 
properties. The seats are comfortable and 
roomy, and the slope of the floor makes 
each seat a good one, while the loges in 
the gallery take off all idea of formality. 
The entertainment itself—when once it was 
fairly launched—was one of the best we 
have had in Toronto. All the artists pleased 
and were of extreme excellence. But it tooka 
long time to start the affair—artistic jealousies 
and bickerings with decidedly inartistic beart- 
aches made it 8.45 before the lyre was struck. 
A little promptness of decision and a little per- 
emptory insistence on ‘‘ business” would have 
relieved the management of the odium which 
was its share of the matter. 

. 

Miss Nowa Clench was naturally the cynosure 
of all eyes—and ears. Her studies abroad have 
strengthened her tone and enlarged her experi- 
ence. She has a fine, broad, and resonant tone 
and she has also abundant executive facility, 
and she plays with wonderful ease and grace, 
and with the most charming manner in the 
world. She is artistic and finished in all she 
does and won the affections of her audience at 
once. She has all the refinement and elegance, 
and certainly all the severity of her school, 
yet I miss a something, best described as a 
tender, sympathetic quality in her tone, and 
which I think was due to both her own tem- 
perament and the instruction of Mr. Joseph 


Baumann. Mme. Moran Wyman has a fine 
contralto voice and of wide range, and 
is a very satisfactory singer. Voice, cul- | 


tivation, style and taste all combine very | 
happily io her performances. Mr. Whitney | 


. : . i 
Mockridge was in fine voice and 


sang | 





delightfully. Mme. Bloomtield-Zeissler was 
a revelation. She is a pianist with wonder- | 
ful resources of power, brilliancy, softness and | 
depth of feeling, and with the richest and most 

artistic phrasing. She presents constant con- | 
trasts of the most pleasing description. She 
has a beautifully pearly, liquid touch which | 
never loses its roundness and freshness, whether 
she plays loudly or softly. Her agility is sur- 
prising, with such certainty and such variation | 
of expression. Her Lucia paraphrase for the left | 
hand only was a clever piece of work, not often 

shown here nowadays, but more remarkable | 
as an instance of the possible, than for its | 
artistic merit. 


| 
| 


.- 

On the following evening a large and well- | 
pleased audience attended the annual concert 
of St. George’s Society at the Pavilion when an 
excellent though long programme was per- | 
formed under Mr. Schuch’s direction. His choir | 
rendered valuavle assistance by its fine sing- | 
ing of several choruses and glees. The 
chief attraction of the programme was 
Mrs. Agnes Thomson, who sang better | 
that ever before. She gave an exceedingly | 
fine rendering of Una Voee, and sang two bal- | 
lads as well. Of these she was excellently | 
suited in She Wore a Wreath of Roses, which | 
she sang beautifully. In the Inflammatus, 
sung with the choir, she rendered the exacting | 
music with the greatest ease and richness of 
Her voice has gained in robust quality, 
correct 


voice. 
and her style is more careful and 
than ever. Miss Langstaff sang two  bal- 
lads with great taste and expression, and 
also sang a patriotic song by Dr. McCaul 
with good effect. Mr. Arlidge, as always, was 
in good state, and his flute solo thoroughly 
pleased everybody. Mr. Dinelli played two 
piano solos in a manner which showed him to 
be aclever performer on the piano as well as 
He, with Mr. Fairclough, played 
Miss Jessie Alexander 


on the cello. 
the accompaniments. 
was in her cleverest vein and was loudly en- 
cored for her fine readings. In this department 
able assistance was rendered by Mr. Grant 
Stewart, whose funny musical sketch was 


loudly applauded. 


The same evening saw a large audience at 


entanglement of this kind are almost limitless 


cast there were no dullards and everything 
moved along as smoothly as a bicycle on an 
| asphalc pavement, 
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duction of the Mignon Gavotte into Nadjy, 
may be clever, but it is very inglorious. The 
great Rakoczy march may very properly be 
brought in, as it is named after one of the 
characters of the opera, and it is used unspar- 


ingly in small sections. 
. 


Still, the music is bright and good enough to 
please the casual listener, and is not so good 
as to deprive him of the power of concentrating 
his attention upon the stage. The stage is 
charming, full of pretty pictures and constant 
changes. The chorus is very good, though not 
without rivals in the past history of the Grand. 
The principals are of a superior class. Miss 
Helen Lamont, who was here in the Yeomen of 
the Guard, makes an Etelka who was much 
admired, while Miss Emma Hanley was very 
sprightly and vivacious as Nadjy. The gentle- 
men were very fair, though the two come- 
dians Messrs, De Lange and Graham were’ 
exceedingly restless on the stage. The perfor- 
mance of Erminie by the same company was Of 
equal excellence, and with the same faults. 

* 

On Monday evening Levy blew his trumpet 
at the New Academy of Music under the 
auspices of the Heintzman Band. He never 
blew better in Toronto, though here and 
there his lip did slip a little, but still 
the same old artistic phrasing and won- 
derful tone was to be found in every 
selection of the ten that he played. Mme. 
Rosa Linde, the contralto of the company, had 
been left at Williamsport, Pa., ill, and in con- 
sequence the programme had to be changed in 
many particulars. 1 was much pleased with 
the singing of Mr. William Lavin, who 
had been here as second tenor of the 
Meehan Quartette Club. He has improved 
very much, and now sings with great taste and 
in good style. Mme. Levy looked as hand- 
some as ever, and sang about the same as ever, 
though her singing of the Last Rose of Sum- 
mer was really excellent. The Heintzman 
Band played exceedingly well, and reflected 
great credit on Mr. Thos. Baugh, the leader, 
who has evidently taken great pains 
with his forces, The band gave an excellent 
rendition of the Tannhaeuser March, the Tell 
overture—which heing encored, brought out 
the new French march, Pere des Victoires, a 
fine spirited composition—and the Trip to 
Coney Island, a clever, popular medley, in 
which the visit to the great Levy, was aptly 
illustrated by an air from the cornet of the 
master himself. 


* 
On the same evening the first quarterly con- 
cert of the Conservatory of Music took place in 


| Association Hall, when the advanced pupils of 


that institution performed a programme which 


| was very interesting, though also very long. 
. 


On Tuesday evening the second People’s 
Popular Concert took place at the Pavilion. 
So far these concerts have not been as well 
attended this year as their merits deserve, and 


| it is to be hoped the future efforts of the 


management will meet with more encour- 
agement. Miss Jennie Hall Wade, a very 
pleasing soprano, made a strong impression 
on this occasion by her good singing. Mr. 
Warrington also renders valuable assistance. 
Whistling, ‘‘and sich,” was contributed by 
Mr. Davidson. The Toronto Male Quartette 
sang extremely well, and was one of the strong 
features of the programme. The Chautauqua 
Orchestra, under Mr. Arthur Depew, played 


| several numbers in a style that showed steady 


improvement in excellence. 
° 


Mr. Clarence Lucas has written a violin con- 


| certo for Miss Clench which will shortly be 


played. It is presumably the first concerto 
written by a Canadian, It isin B minor, the 
first movement bold and decided; second 
movement, andante molto in E flat major; 
and third movement, brilliant alla polacca in 
B minor and major. METRONOME, 


The Drama. 








Surprises of Divorce, played at the Grand 
Opera House here last week, was a delightful 
bit of pleasantry wherewith to while away an 
hour or two. A satire on the divorces becom- 
ing so alarmingly common in certain places 
across the border as to be a byword and a re- 
proach, Surprises of Divorce presents some of 
the mirthful complications that an imaginative 
mind might conceive as arising from such a 
condition of the laws governing marital] separa- 
tion. A man marries agirl who has a mother. 
The mother and the man cannot live together | 
and a divorce is obtained. The next time, 
the man marries a girl who hasa father. This 
father being away at a seaside resort meets 
with wife number one and her mother, is en- 
tangled in the meshes and marries his son-in- 
wife. The possibilities of an 


law's first 


and they have been well utilized. Although 
there were no particularly bright lights in the 


The heaviest part of the 
work, perhaps, fell on Mr. J. H. Ryly, but he | 
was quite equal to it as was also Mrs, Carrie 






of form and _ the 


solve in the harmonies of color and motion. 
These are the opiates and Nadjy is the dream. 
And when the dream is over one has but to 
shake off his lethargy and go out into the stern 
realism of life and let the images of pink 
femininity, of kings and queens arrayed with 
barbaric splendor, of castellated towns and 
bowers of delight, fade gradually away. 
There is no necessity for one to think, to dis- 
play any emotion beyond, perhaps, a laugh. 
The only ones who need to think are those 
who write for the papers, and they have to 
think hard to say something new, for Nadjy ts 
much like other comic operas we have seen. 
Comic opera does not do mucb in our day 
but get a new name. As a ciever writer 
has said, ‘‘story has gone, sentiment is 
banished, irony sinks into burlesque, humanity 
is reduced to pink legs and restlessness that 
keeps time and tenderness is tramped out by 
the topical. A little change in music, a little 
change in phraseology, a little change in cos- 
tumes and colors and you have it all. Although 
it has been stated that Nadjy is a comic opera 
with a plot, I cannot see that its plot is any 
more worthy of consideration than that of the 
average comic opera. The person who would 
care to know whether Rokoczy married Etelka 
at the last, would be curious to learn what be- 
came of the cow that kicked over the lantern 
that started the Chicago fire. But all the same 
Nadjy is a beautiful, bright and light show, 
and will bear seeing more than once. Miss 
Helen Lamont, who plays Etelka, does not 
shine when she does not sing. Miss Hanley 
was piquant and pleasing in the title role, and 
the comedy work of Miss Reynolds, Louis De 
Lange, and R. E. Graham was very clever, 
This company’s presentation of Erminie has 
given general satisfaction. 





A large and fashionable audience greeted the 
initial appearance in Toronto of Bootles’ Baby 
at the Academy of Music on Tuesday evening. 
The new house is splendidly illuminated with 
incandescent electric lights, and the scene in 
the balconies and on the floor of the house, 
where evening dress predominated, was a bright 
one. The story of Bootles’ Baby is widely 
known through the medium of the book from 
which the play was taken. Capt. Gilchrist is 
secretly married to Miss Helen Grace, whom 
he binds to keep their union secret for some 
private reasons, When concealment is no 
longer possible in the circumstances he drives 
her away to London from which place she re- 
turns two years after to the barracks to leave 
her child with its father. Instead, however, of 
leaving the child in Capt. Gilchrist’s room, she 
leaves it by mistake in that of Capt. Ferrer’s 
(Bootles) who had formerly loved her, and being 
ignorant of her marriage, had once proposed for 
her hand. Bootles adopts the unknown child, 
who lives in the barracks for five years and be- 
comes the soldiers’ pet. On the regimental 
sports day five years after, the mother, having 
heard that her husband had gone to India, 
comes to see her child surreptitously. Capt. 
Ferrers again asks her to marry him, but is, of 
course, refused. In the course of the day’s 
sports there is a pony polo race, and by some 
accident Capt. Gilchrist, who rides against 
Bootles, is fatally injured. He confesses his 
paternity of the child, but does not reveal who 
‘the mother is, When the bond of secrecy has 
been removed by death, however, the mother 
comes to claim her own and Bootles is at last a 
happy man. The play is replete with those 
touches of nature which make ‘‘the whole world 
kin,” and appeals especially to the womanly 
heart. Thecompany contains a number of clever 
people. Mr. Stevenson, as Bootles, was un- 
strained and quietly powerful in many places. 
Miss Crane's impersonation of Helen Grace is 
capable of further improvement, although it 
showed careful work. Mr. Garthorne’s Capt. 
Lucy was a delicious bit of drollery, as was 
also Fred Tyler’s Saunders. Little Gertie 
Homan, as Mignon, left nothing to be desired. 


The Suspect, the 
latest adaptation by 
Louis Nathal of 
Victor Segour'’s 
French play called 
Marquis Caporal, 
will be presented at 
the New Academy 
next week for four 
1 », nights, commencing 
*Monday night, with 
/ Wednesday matinee. 
The story of!the play 
is a bit of stirring 
French history during the revolutionary period, 


and is said to possess uncommon merit—being 
peculiarly happy in the consistent and progres- 
sive increase of its strength from the first to 
| the last acts. 


The play comes to us with a 
good New York reputation and should draw 
good audiences to the Academy, 





There is no doubt that Corinne heads one of 





the most elaborate burlesque organizations 
that comes to this city. The stage settings 


and costumes are rich and in good taste, and 


the chorus is one rarely excelled in the graces 
perfection of its dis- 


Elm street Church, attracted by the announce 
ment that Mrs. Humphrey-Allen and Mr. 
George Parker of Boston would take part in 
the programme. The lady is one of the most 
artistic singers on the continent, and did not 
disappoint those who had relied on her reputa- 
tion. Her voice is a brilliant, clear soprano, 


Jamieson for her arduous and exacting role. 
Miss Adele Walters was charming as 
*“Jo” and her laugh, if it was not the| 
natural ebullition of a mirthful spirit, was a 
touch of genius. 
spontaneity of a hillside spring and echoed with 
the melody of its murmur. When you heard it, 


It gurgled forth with the | 


| the old nursery rhyme, ‘‘ Tom-tom, the piper's 





and her method is of the best. Mr, Parker’s 
tenor is a fine, sympathetic one, and his style 
and manner are most cultivated. The quar- so thi dameiah eubtinies. 
tette and choir also gave a good account of play all round. 
themselves, as did Mrs. H. M. Blight, who pre- e 
sided at the organ. This week my column must take largely the | 
e form of a dream of fair women ; for what more 
On Monday evening there was a regular sur- | goes comic opera and burlesque consist of at 
feit of music, at all events it was a surfeit to | the present time? With Nadjy and Erminie at 
those who were supposed to be in three places | the Grand, and Corinne and her bevy of beau- 
at once. Nadjy, one of the successes of the | ties at the Toronto Opera House, the local the- 
New York Casino, was being played at the | atrical show has this week been one whirling, 
Grand Opera House, and very well played it | tumultuous, eddying sea of girl. But I must 
was, too. A really fine company, with beauti- | make one exception, and that is—Bootles’ 
ful fresh costumes, and their own scenery, | Baby. And, yet, Bootles’ Baby is also a girl. 
made Nadjy one of the most interesting repre- e 
sentations we have had in Toronto. Chas- | A very large audience was attracted to see 
saigne, the composer of the music, was thor- | Nadjy on Monday night, and not a whimper of 
oughly eclectic as to the sources from which he | dissatisfaction could be heard when they dis- 
drew his lyrics, but if in this respect he was | persed. For Nadjy is nothing if not a popular 


faint images of turfy slopes and green trees and | 
last summer's holidays flickered for an instant | 


It was a delightful little | 


| the chorus are superb examples of the machine- 





not proud, he was at all events clever in his | show. One has but to sit and let the sounds of 
adaptation of them, though the bodily intro- | music creep in his ears and let his senses dis- 


cipline. Arcadia, the new burlesque in which 
Corinne appeared at the Toronto Opera House 
this week, is constructed from the nucleus of 


son, stole a pig and away herun,” etc. On this 
are strung many clever and amusing specialties 
by Corinne and other members of the company. 
The climax of absurdity is reached by the intro- 
duction of a genuine, live pig. The marches of 


like precision with which the human girl can 
be made to move by careful and continuous 
drili. Mrs, Kimball is evidently a stickler for 
form as those of her chorus girls can amply 
testify, and their several marches are bewilder- 
ing maelstroms of girl. 


And in the midst of this Amazonian pageant | 
flits Corinne, like a bird of gorgeous plumage, 
with head perked on one side, winking saucily 
with her little, laughing eye, and lips wreathing 
themselves in smiles around a set of pearly 
teeth. This is the bright, little woman whose 
baby face still wins her the name of Little Cor- 
inne, who has long been a public favorite, and 
whose popularity still shows no sign of diminu- 
tion. Her sword dance and topical songs were | 
enthusiastically received. Arcadia has drawn 





bumper houses all week. | 





Miss St. John, who played the leading part 
in David Garrick at the Academy of Music last 
week, is an Englishwoman with a round, rather 
pale face, a pretty accent, an exact manner of 
disposing of her ‘“‘shalls” and ‘‘ wills,” and a 
fluffy mass of pretty brown hair. In a short 
conversation I had with her she said : 

**Dear me! yes, I like Canadians—better than 
Americans, in fact, though I must say that on 
sea voyages Americans thaw sooner. I have 
made three voyages from New York and two 
from Quebec to Liverpool, and I have always 
found that I make friends more quickly among 
Americans. I was home this year; I could not 
miss the Exposition, you know. Incessant 
traveling is wearying, but I love my profession. 
I do not think I shall ever leave it. I suppose, 
though,” she added half-regretfully, ‘‘I shall 
be obliged to settle down when I grow old. You 
may think,” she continued, mischievously, 
‘*that I am old now.” 

Miss St. John had named an age which sur- 
prised me, but I was forced to accept it, for 
women rarely make mistakes in the way of 
adding anything to the number of their years. 

** People have’said that Canadians were cold 
and difficult to arouse to enthusiasm, but I 
have found them very different. It was just 
the same when we were going to Scotland. 
They said we would be frozen, you know, but 
we found the people so delightfully genial and 
really jolly. A dear old Scotch lady made 
friends with me very quickly. She was a kind 
old soul, and spoke with such a delightful burr. 
I remember her saying: ‘Coom awe ben the 
hoos,’ and I was so puzzled to know what she 
meant. 

‘* Yes, unfortunately, I feel the part I play. 
It has been my experience that when I do not 
live my part, my audience do not realize it. 
There is one place where, if I cannot cry real 
hard, I am disappointed, and the effect is lost. 
I am disposed to quarrel with the people over 
here, for the way they treat us usually. At 
home it is so different ; and I tell Miss Stone” 
—glancing as she spoke towards an American 
member of the company, who sat near—‘‘ that 
her country is behind England in that respect.” 





It was unreservedly stated that on the occa- 
sion of the opening of the New Academy of 
Music, professional jealousy had made trouble 
behind the scenes, and that it had caused 
Miss Nora Clench much worry and agitation. 
During a few minutes’ conversation with Miss 
Clench, the following day, I asked if it were 
true. ‘* Yes, and it was very unpleasant,” she 
said, quietly. Her face was bright before, but 
my question sobered it, and a troubled look 
came into her dark gray eyes. Miss Clench felt 
the injustice of the jealousy, and it hurt her. 
There was no ill-feeling in her quiet affirma- 
tion of the statement ; only genuine sorrow for 
the unpleasantness. She was the attraction of 
the evening, and it seems strange that any one 
should have made a mistake as to whom espec- 
ially the people came to hear. 

‘** Yes, I expect to remain in Canada this win- 
ter,” said the artiste in response to my enquiry. 

‘* You have been four years in Leipzic, have 
you not, Miss Clench?” 

““Oh, more than that—nearly five,” was the 
answer. ‘‘Germany, of course, is the heart of 
music,” she said, earnestly and wistfully ; and 
I felt that the musical soul acknowledged the 
far-off foreign land as its place of birth. Pa- 
tient study, continual practice and earnest 
application were strongly suggested in her 
emphatic assertion that regular and systematic 
work—early and late—was the one feature of 
her life abroad. 

Miss Clench has a striking face. Herstrongly- 
marked eyebrows enhance the beauty of a pair 
of luminous, dark-gray eyes. Her movement 
is languid, and her conversation far from he- 
ing animated. The repose of manner is not 
affected, but thoroughly in!keeping with her 
face and her dreamy eyes. Miss Clench is, in 
fact, charmingly natural, and as she pointed 
out her ‘ioral tributes, there was nothing but the 
utmost simplicity and girlish delight in her 
gently-voiced words: ‘‘ People have been so 
kind to me.” 


DRAMATIC NOTES, 
Mr. Lloyd Brezee, who was in Toronto last 


year, manager for his brother-in-law, Sol Smith 
Russell, kas gone back again to journalism, 
which he had deserted for the dramatic busi- 
ness. He has revived his old Detroit Chaff, 
but this time in Chicago. Chaff’ is a society 
journal and promises to be a bright and read- 
able sheet. 





They Have to Hustle. 


repent at leisure,” is all bosh. 
laddox—Why ? 
Simeral — Because 
leisure.—Life. 


married men have no 





It Meant Bread. 


Bolter--That Bohemian friend of yours told 
me he had struck the soft snap of a lifetime. 
Did the editor put him on a salary? 

Colter—No. He has become engaged to his 
landlady’s daughter. 








He Was With Them. 


A—I wonder what our friend, the lawyer, 
will give us to drink to-morrow when we go to 
see him in his new house? 

B—Nothing whatever. 

A—Surely, after walking all that distance he 
will offer us something. 

B—Nothing, I tell you, not even a cigar. 

A—-What’ll you bet? 

B—Six bottles of Rudesheimer. 

A—Done. 

Next day the two friends trudged along the 
dusty road, and arrived, hot and tired, at the 
villa of the lawyer, who gave them a hearty re- 
ception, took them through the house, the gar- 
dep, and the park; showed them his trees, 
flowers, fruit, vegetables, fountains, and lawns 
—and that was all! The two visitors had sev 
eral times changed glances of intelligence, and 
when they had admired the last flower bed, 
and their host made no sign, they burst out 
laughing. 

** What are you laughing at?” 

‘*We made a bet that you would not offer us 
any refreshment all the time we were here.” 

* What is the bet?” 

‘A few vottles of Rhenish.” 

‘* Where are you going to drink them?” 

‘* We are going at once across to Schulze’s 
tavern, Youcan imagine how thirsty we are.” 

** Ach! stay a minute till I get my hat; I'll 


join you!” 





Ar onymous. 


Teacher— Anonymous means without aname; 
write a sentence showing you understand how 
to use the word. 

Small Girl (writes)—Our new baby is anonym- 
ous.— Life, 


Simeral—That adage ‘“ Marry in haste, and 








A Bonnet. 





(WITH APOLOGIES TO DANTE GABRIBL ROSSETTI. ) 
Por Saturday Night. 


A bonnet is a woman’s monument— 
Memorial of her milliner's aptitude 
To parallel her moral hardihood. 
Whether on morning calls or shopping bent 
Of every sumptuous fabric reverent, 
Fashioned in ribbons, or with Jace endued, 
She bears her own ti.l Church and State have viewed 
Its flowering crest, unrivalled—eminent. 
A bonnet is a coin: the bill reveals 
How much, and to what creditor ’tis due, 
Nor all the might of conjugal appeals 
Avails when fashion offers something new ; 
Reason retires, Love grieves, but Woman kneels 
In mental adoration at the view. 
Apert E, 8S. Smytun. 


At Sea. 





For Saturday Night : 
A breath of salt air, cool and sweet, 
From the line where the skies and oxean meet. 


A gleam of starlight, a moon new born— 
Low dropping westward her silver horn. 


The soft smooth rise of the waves’ unrest, 
Like a sigh of peace from a happy breast. 


Or the luminous splash of the dolphins’ play, 
Where the gilded phosphorescence lay. 


The song of the sai'ors’ ‘‘ Yo, heave ho!” 
As the flapping sa‘l falls loose and low. 


Or the mellow voice o’er the rising swell, 
That calls—and echoes—‘“ All’s well, all's well.” 


Oh, peaceful hour! Oh, blessed spot ! 
Where the care and the fear of the wood were not ! 


My heart, aweary, turns bick to thee, 
And rests—in a dream of that hour at sea! 
Grace E. D. 


Rondeau. 





For Saturday Night. 


Some bittersweet that lately grew 

When flowers failed and leaves were few, 
Tossed thro’ the dull November day 
Their saucy coral colors gay 

Where wind and rain in dashes blew. 


A kindly hand upstretching thro’ 

The vines their clusters downward drew 
And broke their etems and took away 
Some bittersweet. 


And brought their berries bricht unto 

My weary life that lived anew, 

Because they made the days less grey. 

©! band that gave, ret--rn and stay, 

O friend of mine—is all my due 

Some bittersweet ’? E, Paw.ing Jounson 


The Spinning-Wheel. 





I would I could a-wooirg go, 
Quick would I fare unto the hall 
Where Bessie, with her cheeks aglow, 
Humes with the wheel against the wal ; 
And down before the feet I'd kneel 
Of Bessie at her spinning-wheel. 


The sunlight gleams the hil!s athwart, 
To color roses, wheat, and wine ; 
So down the valleys of my heart 
Do bonnie Bessie’s blue eyes shine. 
They shine on me until I reel 
Like her own restless spinning-wheel. 


Fair Bessie with the golden hair, 
Sweet Bessie with the deep blue eyes, 
Is twisting for my heart a snare 
Each time the slender spindle flies, 
A snare for me which I shall feel, 
Caught by the fate which turns the wheel. 


And so I must a-wooing go, 
And quick betake me to the hall 
Where ivy creeps and roses blow, 
And Sol flings kisses o’er the wall, 
And at the dainty feet must kneel 
Of Bes.ie at her spinning-wheel. 


KL 


Next! 





A row of human forms, 
With faces upturned, white, 
Arrayed in shrouds and motionless, 
I saw one fateful night. 


The group who sat around 
And talked on slight pretext, 
Could not conceal their questioning— 
Whose turn will happen next? 


Was battle field in view, 

Where shot and shell had ceased ’ 
Dissecting room or hospital, 

Where souls had been released ’ 


Were tenants of the Morgue 
Uplifting mute appeal 

That charity's swift burial 
Might sanction |)s3 of zeal ’ 


Oh, no; ‘twas none of these 
Impatient gaze enslaved— 

The forms were in the barber shop 
And slowly being shaved ! 





Then She Relapsed, 


As the train got started up the Hudson the 
young thing said to the bullet-headed young 
man who had just led her to the altar: 

*‘Gawge, we shall see the farmers at work, 
won't we!” 

* Very uiely. 

* Will they be husking corn?” 


‘* Perhaps.’ 

**T should so like to see them husking corn. 
I’ve read a delicious poem aboutit. Gawge, 
how do they husk corn?” 

** Hanged if I know.” 

* But I thought you said you knew every- 
thing?” 

‘**T do, but I can’t just think in a second,” 

‘*That poem rings in my ears. Let's see how 
it goes. It says that one gentle morn in the 
balmy spring, when the snow had melted off, a 
farmer went forth with plough and drag to 
husk the—the— Gawge, do they husk corn 
with a plough and drag?” 

‘*T guess so.” 

‘But, Gawge, what is a plough and drag? 
Can't we have one on our sideboard for orna- 
ment when we go to housekeeping?” 

“T’ll think of it. You better keep still now. 
The doctor said you weren’t to talk too much 
until your throat got better.”—N. Y, Sun. 








The Tourist’s Trade Mark. 


Bliffers—Hello, Whiffers, what’s the matter? 
ren. have a strangely unsteady gait. Been 
sic 

W hiffers (with disgust and indignation)—See 
here, you landlubber, don’t you know sea legs 
when you see ‘em? I’ve been to Europe, of 
course, 
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Noted People. 





Rosa Bonheur the aged artist, says she has 
painted her best pictures since she was fifty. 


Prince George of Wales is the only member 
of the English Royal family who speaks the 
language of his country with a foreign accent. 

Inventor Edison’s six-year-old dauzhter is 
said to be almost marvelously bright. She is 
described as a musician, a good draughtsman 
and she speaks in four languages. 

The proposal to erect a memorial to Wilkie 
Collins in Westminster or St. Paul's meets 
with opposition from the friends of the late 
novelist. Wilkie Collins had a great p-ejudice 
agains’ the prevailing fashion of raising such 
m2morials to public men, 


Miss Huntington of New York has become 
the Princess Hatzfeldt, and while she will 
maintain an establishment in New York, she 
will spend most o her time abroail. The 
Hatzfeldts are an old German family, and have 
owned their castle near Heidelberg for nine 
hundred years. The new princess is described 
as a handsome young woman of about thircy, 
wich large brown eyes and fine teeth. 


Says London Truth: The most notable inc?- 
dent during the Queen’s autumn sojourn at 
Balmoral has been her return to the Glassalt 
Shiel, where she has twice dined and slept, for 
the first tim3forseven years, The Shiel (which 
is a large chalet, with detached kitchen and 
stables) had not previously been visited by the 
Q.een since the death of John Brown, at whose 
instigation it was built. 


King Kalakaua, of the Sandwich Islands, 
who could not borrow enough money this 
summer to go to Paris, sent an interesting | 
display to the exposition. One of the features 
of his exhibit was a gigantic tureen out of 
which he eats porridge. Kalakaua is a brave 
trencherman, and can eat and drink more 
than any individual in his domain. He also 
sent to Paris a volume of his poems and a por- 
trait of himself. The latter represents a large 
man dressed in a tight fitting European mili- 
tary uniform. His breast is covered with 
orders. 


The future Macaulay will be glad to have th’s 
lively description of the Prince of Waes 
in the days of his youth: ‘“A™yellow- 
haired laddie, very like his [fmother. 
Fanny W. and I nodded and waved as he 
passed, and he openly winked his boyish eye at 
us; for Fanny, with her yellow curls and wild 
waving, looked rather rowdy, and the poor 
little Prince wanted some fun. We laughed, 
and thought that we had been more distin- 
guished by the saucy wink than by a stately 
bow. Boys are always jolly, even princes.” 
The extract is taken from Miss Alcott’s Life, 
which has just been published. 


ao —————_—_-———————_—- 


A pupil ina quiet boarding-school in Penn- 
sylvania displayed some time since no small | 
degree of industry in collecting autographs of | 


distinguished literati. James Russell Lowell The Play's The Thing 


ee 


was one of the number addressed. The 
address to him was substantially: ‘‘I would 
be very much obliged for your autograph.” | prneRo's SWEET LAVENNER TO BE DONE AT THE 
The response contained a lesson that many 
besides the ambitious pupil have not learned : 
—‘*Pray do not say hereafter‘I would be 
obliged.’ If you would be obliged, be obliged 
and be done with it. Say, ‘I should be 
obliged,’ and oblige yours truly, JAMES RussELL 
LOWELL.” 





GRAND OPERA HOUSE. 
From a Critic who Has Seen. 

The theater has always been so generally 
looked upon by the average play-goers as only 
a recreative factor in the progress of life, that 
many a true lesson and masterly study is for- 


: . 2 . gotten or unnoticed because it is put upon the 
Mrs. Emerson and Miss Emerson, widow and stage and not in a prosy book. 


daughter of the author, live in the town of a 
Concord, Mass., in comparative seclusion, The poet, the artist, the composer, the play- 





They are charming, simple-minded women, | wright, are all striving to express nature as she | 


who keep as remote as possible from the ways | appeals, not to their ideal conception, but to 
ot the world, not even dressing in a modern | men and women of the world. The pen cannot 
way. The plain white house has two front | echo the secret passion which stirs the voice to 
doors, one on the side fronting tke street and | its own music, deep and wierd as only the 
another on the side fronting the lawn. Here, | heart’s depth can create. Therefore the story- 
as in nearly all the old houses, the brass | teller must learn the harmony of language be- 
knocker still hangs on the door. Mr.Emerson’s | fore he can accord a sentence with the feeling 
study is kept just as he left it, and the pen lies | the cold type forbids. The playwright is aman 
where he last placed it on his desk. of deeper conscience and literary knowledge 

On a beautiful edge of Richmond Park and | than the actor sometimes, but the playwright 
buried in deep foliage stand in close proximity | is the student, while the actor must be his ex- 





the houses of five celebrated people. Sheen | positor. Plays that are truest to nature are | 


House is the residence of the Comte de Paris, | the deeper effort to the student, and test to the 
Close by is the lodge of the Duke of Fife. The | actor. 
White House is the home of the Duchess of 
Teck. In a little tiny cottage, dream-like in 
its dainty beauty, and with a little Egyptian 
goddess hidden in a leafy shrine, to protect it, 
lives and works that grand old man Sir Richard 
O wen, and last, but not least, in a pretty house 
close by dwells his ancient friend, ninety years 
of age, the venerable ‘‘Father of Sanitary 
Science” Sir Edwin Chadwick. ‘‘ And whata 
aplendid off tellew be he,” 5 houget to mrees as known to the human heart, and comedy re- 


writes a correspondent), as I walked beside ; ; a 7 
the massive form, almost as strong and upright finement, in the best med and wit to be found. 


as ever, as I gazed at the lofty forehead and met See the hero of the play, “Dick Phenyl.” 
the keen penetrating gaze of his eyes and lis- Psychologically he is the strongest and weakest 
tened to his clear voice and hearty laugh, type of manhood. Strong in the principles that 

Mr. Swinburne’s Ben Jonson, recently pub- | makethe finest gentleman, strong in the richest 
lished is not a mere collection of the articles | sentiment that can assail a man of the worid in 
from the same pen which have been appearing | friendship, strong even when we get one glance 
in the Fortnightly. These were, of course, | at the inner depths of his heart as Ruth Rolt 
sketches for the present work, but they have | leaves him, and with a face that seems 
b2en materially revised and recast. It isnotgen- | to look back into the long, long past, he mur- 
erally known that, as a student of Elizabethan | murs, “Fifteen years! fifteen years!” Even 
literature, Mr. Swinburne stands in the very | love has been mastered by him, and it lives a 
front rank of the many accomplished men of | ghostly memory, as the only woman that ever 
letters who have devoted themselves to this | showed the tenderness of woman, is going 
period. Few and obscure indeed are the liter- | away. Right beside this splendid reverie comes 
ary byways of “the spacious day of great | the faint shadow of a“ first pure love,” boldly 
Elizabeth,” which are not familiar to Mr. Swin- | speaking to him in the words of Lavender. 
burne. If he thinks Victor Hugo the greatest | This is a beautiful touch of a master student 
poet in the world, it is at any rate not for want | in the playwright’s handiwork, which the actor 
of knowing Shakespeare ; and if the only basis | has grasped with equal depth and feeling. The 
of his poetical fame were certain recent effu- | tender, budding love, enduring its first pain in 
sions, some might think it would be as the | the cruel grasp of an unjust fate, and the strong, 
lizabethan critic rather than as the Victorian | weather beaten, majestic sentiment silent by 
poet that Mr. Swinburne would stand the best | its side, deaf almost to its pitiful pleading 
chance of conquering oblivion. Ask Mr. Swin- | until, from the depths of its own experience in 
burne’s printers and publishers, and they will | Dick Phenyl's great, good heart, it says simply, 
tell you that the same laborious and scholarly | *’Tis the way of the world.” Love, poverty, 
care appear in the poet's manuscripts. It is @| makes us sour and unjust. Lavender is a story 
sprawling, schoolboy’s hand, but with all the | without the faintest suspicion cf impurity, a 


student’s particularity of detail. Writers com- , : 
monly seribble off in‘a semi-legible, half-punc- | Play that will never bring the blush of shame 


tuated, happy-go-lucky sort of way ; and bards, | to the cheek of modesty. It is perfection itself. 
proverbially an irritable tribe, have doubtless . 


helped to reproduce the same characteristic in This perfect comedy which has held the stage 
the printing-room. But Mr. Swinburne’s 


manuscript comes up clear, legible and decided, of Terry's Theater, London, for the past 
with scare an erasure. No leaving the punc- | three years and which proved the grandest 
tuation to the devil (the printer's devil, I | success in the history of the Lyceum Theater, | 
mean), for Mr, Swinburne. very teptauagns- New York, will be presented to Toronto | 
cal detail is provided for, just as it will appear ; N balgens 

not a comma or a bracket but is loaded with its | theater-goers on Monday evening next by one | 
destiny from the first. of Daniel Frohman's excellent organizations. 


7. 

Pinero’s Sweet Lavender, from a psychological 
point of view is one of the deeper and most 
finished experiments the modern stage has ever 
seen, with one of the grandest combinations of 
human sentiment, weakness, and surviving 
manhood, any playwright has prepared for 
years. We have no daring villainy, no bur- 
dened plot, no far fetched scene. It is a power- 
ful sketch of tragedy in its most ghostly form 




































Manager Frohman could ill afford to recede in | increase the staff of assistants it will be impos- 
the least particular from the high standard he | sible to keep open longer, which is one of the 
has adopted in the management of his other | many sad consequences of poverty. Five o'clock 
attractions, namely: Mr. and Mrs. Kendal in | would be early enough to close if the where- 
The Wife, E. H. Sothern in Lord Chumley, ; withal were only forthcoming. ‘‘Chill penury,” 
Mrs. James G. Blaine and the latest English | ete. 

success, Our Flat. Sweet Lavender is in three 
counts. The scene is laid in the chamber 
| of Mr. Phenyl and Mr. Hale, 3 Brain Court, 
| Temple,” and the action covers a period of one 
week, the first act, which is tersely summarized 
in a sub-title as ‘* Nobody’s Business,” passing 
in the morning ; the second act, ‘* Somebody's 
Business,” in the evening of the next day; and 
the third act, ‘‘ Everybody's Business,” a week 
afterward, 


. 


interesting paper giving the results of late 


lichens, 


The first public debate of the year was held 


decided success. The happy medium between 


struck by the jolly good fellows in the loft. 
Mr. Hall’s reading from Artemus Ward was 
|} not only well rendered but gave abundant 


The story mainly hinges on the love of a law 
student who is captivated by a sweet young 
girl in humble life who proves to be the ille- 
gitimate daughter of the student’s adopted 
father, a wealthy banker whose fortune is | 
destroyed and repaired during the progress of | 
the play. An aristocratic widow and her 
daughter figure prominently. The daughter | . 
lig liad ne ie ett bitin pA the fatere bride | also afforded considerable amusement, 
of the student but she meets her fate ina The Glee Club was encored by the gallery, 
young American who is endowed with pro- but was nevertheless hardly up to its average 
verbial assurance, and this incident is ingeni- | ;,, merit—perhaps. The harmony was some- 
ously made to serve to complicate affairs until | what muddy at times, and, in the opinion of 
the happy denouement, The other characters ! . ynknown amateur, The Bold Gendarme was 
are skilfully drawn, There is nothing extrav-| . trige slow. The subject for debate was one 
agant, nothing overdrawn, nothing to offend | which called for purely argumentative treat- 
critical taste either in the construction or ment, but was interestingly handled notwith- 
language of the drama. standing. 


e | * 

The following is the distribution of char-/ But perhaps the most important item of the 
acters : programme was the annual inaugural address 
Horace Bream, a young American, George Backus | by the president of the society, Dr. Harley 
Geoffrey Wedderburn, of Wedderburn, Green & | Smith. Unfortunately it has not been pub- 
Weshett, Basten, Bernchester, B. F. Cotten | lished in the dailies, and we have no’ Varsity 


} ale, his ad d , Studying for th | : 
ee wr ‘ a wm me oe ms eal Scott | nowadays, Oh, where! Oh, where! has it 
Dick Phenyl a barrister A. P. Burbank | gone? Besides, I fear that, as was almost to 


Dr. Delaney, a fashionable pbysician, - John Findlay , be expected on such an occasion, it did not 
Mr. Bulger, hairdresser and wigmaker, - Foster Plate | receive the thoughtful attention of the ma- 
Mr. Maw, a solicitor, He pe John S. Hale | jority of the undergraduates present. Dr. 
Minnie Gilfillian, niece of Mr. Wedderburn, Smith, since he has been all through it himself, | 
Miss Lillian Chantore | i, well qualified to advise us as to the most 
Ruth Rolt, housekeeper and laundress at 3 Brain advantageous course to be pursued in regard 
Court Temple, Miss Kate Lester ‘ os : . 
Lavender, her daughter, Miss Ethelyn Friend to the society ; and it is a pity his words could 
Mrs. Gilfillian, a widow, Wedderburn’s sister, not be put in such a form as to permit of leis- 
mother of Minnie, Miss Dollie Pike | urely and careful consideration. No man be 
Seem ree ennae comes a good speaker without earnest effort 
"Varsity Chat. spent in preparation. Ability to extemporize 
——— | is certainly not to be desired above all things | 
Mr. A. H. Gibbard, B, A., ‘87, one of the; earthly, and probably is not desirable at all ina 
stalwarts of the negative party in the stirring | beginner. It is sure to lower one’s ideal, and 
elections of that year, is peacefully engaged | chat is fatal to great success. ‘‘ Learn to labor 
in teaching in Brantford. The sword has been | and to wait,” the wise man said, and it is the 
turned into a pruning hook. first lesson for a true aspirant. But so very 


hard to learn. 


It pleased the ladies immensely—than which I 
can say no more in commendation. The distri- 





An essay by Mr. C. A. Stuart, '91, on Com- e 
petition was the principal feature of the pro-| Mr. D. R. Keys, M. A., in Sir Daniel's absence, 
gramme at the meeting of the Political Science | took the chair, and at the close of the debate 
gave his decision in favor of the affirmative, 


Messrs. A. T. DeLury and N. MacMurchy, 
The librarian’s mandate has gone forth to; 


: : | both of ‘90. 
close the library at 4, instead of 4.30 as formerly. 
I understand that until funds are provided to | 


Club on Wednesday. 


- 


From the stairs whereon we gather to sing 


Mr. J. J. Mackenzie, B.A., on Thursday read | 
before the Natural Science Association a most | 


researches regarding the development of | 


in Convocation Hall last week and was a/|} 


thunder and silence seemed to have been | 
opportunity for that pointed comment from | 


above which is the salt of the entertainment. | 


bution of ‘*K"” Company prizes after the debate | 


| repute at the present 


7 


our good night to the ladies, I noticed Mr. 
A. T. Hunter, the great and only, and Mr. W, 
C. Ferguson, B. A., ’89, who had run duwn from 
Uxbridge to see us all. Mr. Edward Hanlan 
also fell under my eagle eye, whom we were 
giad tosee. Mr. Hanlan can teach usa lesson 


in pluck, which is one of the many things to be 
learned. 


Extensive additions to the School of Science 
are being erected. Thus our equipment is 
| gradually reaching completion. Opposite the 
school and across the south-east ravine stands 
the new building of the biological department, 
| though unfortunately it is the rear of the 
structure which first meets the eye. 
| 


Mr. Hugh B. Fraser, B.A., '89, the new gen- 

eral secretary of the Y. M. C. A., may be found 

| any day in his office busily engaged, as popular 
and efficient as ever. 


The glorious weather of late has kept the 
lawn well covered with athletes. It is fun for 
the boys but it’s death on the grass. The snow 


| 
| 
| 
| 
} cometh when no man can play. NEMO. 





| 
Trinity Talk. 


| Mr. P. S. Lampman,gB. A.,’88, who is now 
studying law with the firm of Bruce, Burton & 


Bruce at Hamilton, visited college last week. 
* 


Mr. J. Grayson Smith, B. A., '89, has re- 
turned to Toronto after spending the summer 

| with his parents in England. We trust that 
he will not forget his old alma mater, and that 
‘“‘Jim’s” smiling face may often be seen about 
our rooms at Trinity. He will at once begin to 


attend the law school lectures. 
- 


Rev. W. E. Cooper, B.D., one of Trinity’s 
earliest honor graduates, who for many years 
has occupied the position of assistant master 
at Trinity College School, Port Hope, has ac- 
cepted the rectorship of Grafton. His valuable 
services will be greatly missed at the school 
and it will be hard to find anyone to replace so 
efficient a master. 





- 
The Trinity choir has cousented to take part 
in the services to be held at St. James’ Cathe 
dral on November 21, in connection with the 


jubilee of the diocese, 
} 7. 


The second meeting of the Science Associa- 
| tion was held on Thursday evening, November 
| 7, Mr. T. Smythe, B.Sc., in the chair. The 
| meeting was well attended, including a num- 
| ber of ladies. Rev. Prof. Symonds read a most 
| interesting paper on Science as a Recreation. 
' and showed how much pleasure one may de- 
! rive during leisure hours from even a slight 
| knowledge of any of the subjects—botany, 


| chemistry, etc. 
. 


The Trinity Glee Club is at last established 
| on a good, firm basis, thanks to the energetic 
| management of Mr. F. B. Howden, who has 
| worked hard, and is deserving of great praise 
| for the pains he has taken to secure voices. 
| They visited Chester on Thursday last, and 
will make their initial appearance in the city 
| at Shaftesbury Hall on Monday, November 18. 


_ 





Two Ambitions. 


Pompous English Author—My ambition, sir, 
is to be buried in Westminster Abbey beside 
| the great men of England's past. 
American Person—Indeed ! Mineisto remain 
| alive and kicking among the ordinary men of 
America’s present. 


a 


To Correspondents. 





(Correspondents will address—‘‘ Correspondence Column, 
SaTurDay Nient Office. | 


Marion H., Harrow, Ont.--Your writing indicates a firm 
will, a lack of ambition, and a careless, free and affection- 
ate nature. 1. If a piano is kept closed too much the keys 
will turn yellow. 2 Linseed oil, thinned with 2 little tur 
pentine, will remove the marks. The surface should be 
| thoroughly rubbed with a dry cloth after to prevent adher- 


] 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


} ence of dust. 3. The author of Country Luck is C. J. Hab 
berton. 4. I would not try to win a man’s affection if | 
| were you. Be yourself—natural and sweet and lovable, as 
only a good girl can be, and leave Master Cupid the rest to 
| do. When a girl ‘‘ throws herself at” a man he disdains 
| her, and she loses her self-respect in trying to grasp what 
should come to her: 


FALLING LEAVES, Ottawa.—I am pleased to know that vou 
consider the delineation of your principal characteristics 
| correct. Are energetic people not always ambitious’ What 

makes them move around so quickly and so much, unless 
they have their eyes on something ahead. As to the photo 
graph-if you choose, you may send it, but pleas? write 
| your name and address on it and enclose s.amps for returr 
| Afervid imagination is one which is active It causes an 
| extraordinary enjoyment of pleasure, and doubles sorrow 
if let run riot. His writing shows taste, de ision and 
g "erosity. The woman's, a variable temperament and a 
kind, careless disposition 


CARMEN You perhaps have musical ability, but you are 
89 careless that I am afraid you would not study faithfully 
You ask, ‘‘ Shall I ever be married Why, | suppose so, 
Carmen You will likely find someone who just suits vou 
after awhile. Yes, I think you are quite a favorite You 
are heedless of the wishes of others, self-esteeming and self 
willed. 


M. E. F., Toronto.—Your writing shows intellectua! 
ture, sensitiveness, and a thoroughly kindly though some 
what self-asserting nature 


KATHLEEN, Parkdale.—Your writing indicates shrewd 
ness, caution, selfishness and practicability l. Kindly dis- 
position, sense of honor, but great carelessness, and no 
stability of purpose. 2. Closely resembles yours, denotes 


every characteristic I have ascribed to you. 

VENDETTR Petulance, exceedingly variable spirits, affec 
tionate, sensitive and rather selfish nature 

Frepa.— Reserved, pruient, suspicious and, I am afraid, 
a wee bit selfish. 


Rex.—Stick to your present business \ reporter has 
long hours, hard work and, we might add, never grows 
wealthy. Writing shows good nature, sensitiveness, inde 


cision and little energy 
Max Mvuuugr, Toronto.— Artistic taste, order, variable 


spirics and kindly disposition Energy, love of admira 
tion, gaiety of spirit and firm w 

Basy Dimpeur You are egotistic. selfish and lack many 
qualities which a general faverite should possess. Be nat 
ural and you will probably be beloved by ) our friends 

CLARENCE, Toronto.—This writing shows orig nality, de 
cision, mischievous spirit and artistic taste 

Bervu, Stratford.—The gentleman has cause for anno) 
ance. If you make an engagement you should fulfil it, no 


matter how many invitations you had afterwards You 
most certainly owe hii an apology 

Cos Wes, Brantford.—Tell your mother all about it. She 
will be sure to advise you for the best. Hasty marriages 


| are sure to bring repentance; while secret ones should 


never be thought of. Your wrting shows sensitiveness, 
firm will, and considerable self-esteem 

Hau, Toronto.—If a girl loves a man she will probably 
marry him even though she spend the rest of her life in he- 
moaning her fate. It’s a way girls have—to neglect counting 
the cost until the bill is presented. If you are sur+ you do 


| love her, and if you are positive she loves you she can and 


will keep house, and if you are making the sum you men- 
tion yearly I shouli think you might marry. But take my 
advice, Hal, and think it over several times. Don’t let a 
pair of brown eyes bewitch you, for getting married is a 
mighty risky business. 

Mamik.—1. Wait until you are introduced—unless under 
peculiar circumstances. 2. It might have been carelessness 
or thoughtlessness, such things often occur. Love of 
luxury, free generous disposition, and inclined to be fault- 
finding and peevish. 

BivE BELL.—See answer to Baby Dimple. 

Rosa Lxex.--Reserved, haughty, energetic and suspicious. 

Aprire BLossom.—Affectionate, variable nature, undecided 
and thoughtful. ; . R 

i muc 

Max, Toronto —Thos W. Keene is a tragedian of mu 
time, but you are probably thinking 
of the Charles Kean, a famous tragedian of the old school, 
long since dead, Mr. Ariel Barney is Mr Thos. W. ae 
manager. Writing shows en entricity, much imagination, 
perseverance and self-esteem‘ 
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CHAPTER VI.—CONTINUED, 

Hubert made an impatient movement. He 
had never seen his aunt so much to her disad- 
vantage. She was harsh, unwomanly, inhu- 
man. Was it in this way that every woman 
would treat the poor child, remembering the 
story of her father’s crime? ‘ 

Miss Vane read the accusation in his eyes. 
She turned aside with an abrupt gesture, half 
of defiance, half of despair. oa 

“IT can’t help it, Hubert,” she said in an 
undertone. She raised her handkerchief to her 
eyes and dashed away a tear. “I feel ita 
wrong to Sydney, to Marion, to the child, that 
I should try to benefit any of Westwood's 


family. I can’t bear to speak to her—I can’t 
bear herin my sight. It makes me ill to see | 
her.” 


She covered her eyes with her hand, so that 
she might not see the ragged miserable looking 
little creature any longer. 


“It would make matters no better if the | 


child were to die of neglect and starvation at 
your gates, would it?’ said Hubert bitterly. 


**She must be got out ot Beechfield, at any | 


rate ; you will never be able to bear seeing her 
about the roads—even amongst the workhouse 
children,” 

**No, no, indeed! Enid 
meet her again !” 


Enid might 


And 


**Go back to the house, aunt Leo,” said the | 


young man tenderly, ‘“‘aud leave her to me. 
It is too great a strain on your endurance, I 
see. I will take the child to the Rectory ; Mrs. 
Rumbold will know of some home where she 
will be taken in—the farther away from Beech- 
tield the better.” 

Miss Vane was unusually agitated. Her face 
was pale and her lips moved nervously; she 
carefully averted her eyes from the little girl 
whom she had undertaken to question. Evi- 
dently she was on the verge of a breakdown. 

**I never was so foolish in my life as I have 
been to-day. My nerves are all unstrung,” she 
said, turning her back on little Jenny West- 
wood. ‘I think I'll take your advice, Hubert. 
Ask Mr. and Mrs. Rumbold, from me, to see 
after the child. If they want money, I don’t 
mind supplying it. But do make them under- 
stand that the child must be kept out of Beech- 
field.’ And with these words she walked 
briskiy down the avenue, without looking back. 
As she had said, the very sight of Andrew 
Wesfwood’s daughter made her ill. 

Hubert turned again towards the girl, won- 
dering whether she had overheard the conver- 
sation, which had been carried on in low tones, 
and, if she had overheard it, how much she had 
understood. He could not find out from her 
face. It was not a face that lacked intelligence, 
but it was at present sullen and forbidding in 
expression. The black hair that hung over her 
eyes hid her forehead, and gave her a rough, 
almost a savage look. 

** You do not want go back tothe workhouse, 
do you?” Hubert said, keenly regarding the 
stubborn face. 

‘* No—I won't go back.” 

‘* Why not?” 

A hot burning blush sprang to the child's 


cheeks. 

**They call me names,” she said in a low 
voice. 

“They? Who? And what names?” 


‘*The other girls, and the mistress too, and 
the women. They say that my father’s wicked 
and that 1 am wicked too. They say that he is 
to be hanged.” 

The child suddenly burst out crying ; her sobs, 
loud and unrestrained, feil painfully on Hubert’s 
ear. 

**I went to the prison to see him, but they 
would not let me; and then I came back here.” 

She sobbed for a minute or two longer, and 
then became quiet as suddenly as she had 
broken into tears, rubbing her eyes with one 
hand, and peering furtively at Hubert between 
the black fingers. 

‘* They were wrong,” Hubert said at length. 
‘““Your father is not dead; he is not to be 
hanged at all.” He paused before he spoke 
again. ‘Heisin prison; he wi!l be in prison 
for the rest of his life—a life sentence!” 

He spoke rather to himself than to the child. 
Never had he realized so fully as at that mo- 
ment what prison actually meant. To be shut 
up, away from friends, away from home, away 
from the sweet wild woods, the country air, the 
summer sun, to labor all day long at some 
heavy monotonous task, such as breaks the 
spirit and the heart of man with its relentless 
uniformity of toil—to wear the prison garb, to 
be known by a number, as one dead to the or- 
dinary life of men, leaving at the prison gates 
that name which would be henceforth only a 
badge of disgrace to all who bore it in the outer 
world—these aspects of Andrew Westwood s 
sad case flashed in a moment across Hubert 
Lepel’s mind with a thrill of intolerable pain. 
What could hedo? Rise up and offer to bear 
that terrible punishment himself? Itcould not 
be—for Florence’s sake, he told himself, it could 
not be. And yet—yet—— Would that at the 
very beginning he had told the truth, and 
stood where Andrew Westwood stood, so that 
the ruftian and the poacher might not have to 
bear a doom that separated him for ever from 
his only child! 

“Do you mean,” said 
slowly, “‘that father will 
prison any more.” 

‘**Perhaps—after many years—-he may come 
out.” 

‘* Many years? Three-—or five?” 

‘* More—more, I am afraid, my little girl 
perhaps in twenty years—if he is still alive.” 

He scarcely knew what impulse prompted 
him then to tell the truth. He repented it the 
next moment, for, after a horrified stare into 
his face, the child suddenly flung herself down 
upon the gravelled path and burst into tears, 
accompanied by passionate shrieking sobs and 
wild convulsive movements of her limbs. 

‘*He shall come out—he shall come out!” 
Hubert heard her cry between her gasps for 
breath. ‘‘He can’t do without me. Take me 
to him, or I shall die!” 

In utter dismay Hubert tried persuasion, ar- 
gument, rebuke, for some time in vain. At last 
he turned away from her and began walking 
up and down a short stretch of the drive, bit 
terly regretting the impulse that had caused 
him to take the care of this strange caild, even 
for a few moments, on his hands. But he had 
promised to get rid of her, and he must do so, 
if only for Enid’s sake. Ic would never do to 
let this little wild creature go on roaming about 
the village, asking questions about her father. 
And there were better motives at work within 
the young man's breast. It seemed to him that 
he had brought aduty on himself—that he was 

at least responsible for Andrew Westwood's 
forlorn and neglected child. 

He had not paced the drive for many min 
utes before the sobs began to grow fainter. 
Finally they ceased, and the child drew herself 
into acrouching position, with her head resting 
against the steep, mossy bank just within the 
gate. Seeing her so quiet, Hubert thought that 
he might venture to speak to her again. 

**You must not cry so bitterly,” he said, al- 
most as he might have spoken to a grown-up 
person, not toachild. ‘*Grieving can doe your 
poor father no good. Wait and grow up quick 
ly. He may come out of prison some day, and 
want his little daughter. If I take you toa 
»lace where you can be taught to be a good girl, 
ike other girls, will you stay there ?”’ 

The child raised her head and fixed her dark 
eyes upon him, 

‘**Not to the workhouse?” she said. 
hensively. 

“| promise you—not 
you will be a good child.” 


Jenny Westwood, 
never come out of 


appre- 


to the workhouse, if 


She scrambled to her feet at once, and,rather , 


to Hubert’s surprise, put one hot and dirty lit 
tle hand into his own. 

**T will be good,” she said briefly; ‘‘and I 
will go wherever you like.” 


Nothing seemed easier to her just then. 

| CHAPTER VII. 
‘But, dear me, Mr. Lepel,” said Mrs. Rum- 
| bold, ‘there's no place for a child like that but 
| the workhouse.” . 
Hubert stood before the Réctor’s wife in a 
pretty little room opening out upon the Rectory 
garden. Jenny had been left in the hall, seated 
on one of the high-backed wooden chairs, while 
her protector told his tale. Mrs. Rumbold—a 
short, stout, elderly woman with a good- 
natured smile irradiating her broad face and 
kind blue eyes—sat erect in the basket-chair 
wherein her portly frame more usually reclined 
and positively gasped as she heard his story. 
‘**To think of that child’s behavior! I assure 
| you, Mr. Lepel, that we tried to do our duty. 
| We knew how painful it would be for the dear 
General and Miss Vane if any member of’ that 
wretched man’s family were left in the village, 
and we thought it simplified matters so much 
that there was only one child—didn’t we, 
| Alfred ?” 
Alfred was the Rector, a tall thin man very 
| slow in expressing his ideas, and therefore 
| generally resigning the task of doing so to his 
| wife’s more nimble tongue. On this occasion, 
unready as usual with a response, he crossed 
| his legs one over the other, cleared his throat, 
and had just prepared to utter the words, ‘‘We 
| did indeed, my dear,” when Mrs. Rumbold was 
| off again. 
‘*Some neighbors took care of her before the 
| trial,” she said confidentially. ‘‘Indeed we 
| paid them a small sum for doing so, Mr. Lepel 
| —we didn’t like to send the child to the work- 
| house before we knew how matters would 
turn out. But, when the poor wretched 

|; man was condemned, I said to Alfred, ‘We 

| really can’t let the Smiths be burdened 
any longer with Andrew Westwood’s child 
—she must go to the Union!’ And Alfred 
actually went to Westwood, and asked him 
if he had any relatives to whom the child 
could be sent—didn’t you, Alfred ?—and, when 
he said that there were none, and that the girl 
might as well be brought up in the workhouse 
as anywhere else, for she would always be an 
outcast like himself—I quote his very words, 
Mr. Lepel—his graceless, reckless, wicked 
words !—why, then, I just put on my hat and 
cloak, and I went to the Smiths at once, and I 
said, ‘Mrs. Smith, I’ve come to take little 
Westwood to the workhouse ;’ and take her I 
did that very afternoon.” 

**Do you know when she ran away?” Hubert 
asked. 

Mrs. Rumbold shook her head, 

‘‘T haven’t heard. Not more than a day or 
two ago, I should fancy, for nobody seems to 
have been looking for her in this direction. I 
wonder she came back to Beechfield, the hard- 
ened little thing!” 

‘*Oh, come, I don’t think she is that, Mrs. 
Rumbold!” said Hubert, affecting a lightness 
which assuredly hedid not feel. *‘I fancy that she 
wandered back to Beechfield out of love for her 
father and ber old home, poorchild. She is not 
to be blamed for her father’s sin, surely!” he 
added, seeing rather an odd expression on Mrs. 
Rumbold’s face as the-involuntary words of 
pity passed his lips. 

‘*Oh, no, no—of course ,not!"» Mrs. Rumbold 
hastened to reply. ‘‘It is very kind of you, 
Mr. Lepel, and very kind of Miss Vane too, to 
interest yourselves in the fate of Andrew West- 
wood’s daughter—very Christian, I am sure!” 

**T don't know that,” said Hubert, somewhat 
awkwardly. ‘I fancy that my cousin simply 
wishes to get the child away from the place 
before the General is well enough to go out 
again—I suppose he knows her by sight. It 

| would be painful to him—and little Enid might 
come to hear.” 

‘*Of course, of course! I quite understand, 
Mr. Lepel. And the Churton workhouse is so 
near Beechfield too!” 

‘**She shall not go back to the workhcuse,” 
said Hubert, with firmness. ‘I am resolved 
on that !” 

‘** An orphanage, I suppose?) Well, we might 
get her into an orphanage if we paid a small 
sum for her ; but who would pay? There’s the 
Anglican Sisterhoou at East Winstead—not 
that I quite approve of Sisterhoods myself,” 
said Mrs. Rumbold grimly—* but I know that 
in this case the Sisters are doing good work, 
and for a small annual payment——” 

‘*IT don’t much like the idea of a Sisterhood. 
Do you know of a smaller place—an ordinary 
school perhaps—where she could be taken in 
and clothed and taught and civilised?” 

‘*No, Mr. Lepel, I don’t. You could not send 
a child like that to a lady’s house without 
letting the whole story be told; and who 
would take her then? In acharitable institu- 
tion, now, she could be admitted, and no ques- 
tions asked,” 

“I did not think—I did not exactly want to 
find a charitable institution,” said Hubert, 
suddenly seeing that his position would appear 
very strange in the Rumbolds’ eyes, and yet 
resolved to stick to his point. No, whatever 
happened, “little Westwood,” as Mrs. Rum- 
bold called her, should not be brought up asa 
“charity girl.” He had an instinctive under- 
standing of the suffering that the child would 
endure if she were not in kindly hards; and 
he did not think that the atmosphere of a large 
semi-public institution would be favorable to 
her future welfare. 

Mrs. Rumbold looked at him in open-eyed 
perplexity. 

‘But, Mr. Lepel, what do you want?” 

‘*T want the child to be happy,” Hubert cried, 
with some vexation—*'I want her to be where 
she will never be taunted with her father's 


position, where she will be kindly treated, and | 
brought up to earn her own living in a suitable 


way. 


‘*Then,” said the Rector, startling both his | 


hearers by the ponderous solemnity of his tone, 
‘*send her to Winstead.” 

Hubert turned towards him respectfully. 

‘You think so, sir?” 

‘The Sisters are good women,” said Mr. 
Rumbold. ‘They love the children and train 
them well. I have twice sent orphans from 
this village to their care, and in each case I be- 
lieve that there could not have been a happier 
result.” 

** You'll be charmed if you go over the house 
at Winstead, Mr. Lepel,”’ 
coaxingly. ‘‘ Do zo over and see yourself what 
it is like. Such a lovely house, half covered 
with purple clematis and Virginia creeper, and 
a dear little chapel, and beautiful grounds! 
And the expense is quite trifling—twelve or 
sixteen pounds a year, | velieve, for each of the 
dear little orphans!” 

‘* Tf you speak so highly of it, I am sure I may 
take it on trust.” answered Hubert, with a | 
smile. He was growing weary of the discus. | 
sion. ‘* Take the child and do the best for her, | 
will you, Mrs. Rumbold ? My cousin and I will | 
supply all funds that may be needed.” | 

‘I am sure that’s very good of you, Mr. 
Lapel. The child couidn’t be happier any- 
where than she will be at Winstead. Alfred 
will write at once about it—will you not, 
Alfred!” 

Alfred bowed assent. 

‘*T suppose it will take a few days to settle,’ 
said Hubert, looking from one to the other. 
**In the meantime ig 


’ 


said Mrs. Rumbold | 


| ory, his heart, 


| man’s nerve, and Hubert Lepel was at this 





**Oh, in the meantime she can stay here!" 
said Mrs. Rumbold expansively. ‘' She will be 
no trouble, poor thing! I can put up a little 
bed for her in one of the attics.” 

‘** She's not very clean, I'm afraid, Mrs, Ruim- | 
bold. She looks exceedingly black.” 

‘*T expect that the black’s all on the surface, 
said the Rector’s wife. ‘* You needn't laugh, 
Alfred; Mr. Lepel knows what I mean, Im | 
sure. The child's been in the workhouse for | 
more than a fortnight, and has left it only for | 
the last day or two; she is just dusty and grimy | 
with the heat and exercise, and will be glad of 


| day.” 


a bath, poor thing! I'll make her look beauti- 
ful before she goes to Winstead, you'll see.” 

**Then I may leave her in your charge? It is 
exceedingly good of you,” said Hubert, rising 
to take his leave. ‘‘ 1don’t know what Ishould 
have done with her but for you.” 

‘**My dear Mr, Lepel, I'm sure the goodness 
is all on your side!’ cried Mrs. Rumbold, “I 
should not have thought of a gentleman like 
you, one of your family, troubling himself about 
a ragged miserable child like this little West- 
wood girl. I'm sure she ought to be eternally 
grateful to you all!” 

“Oh, by-the-bye,” said Hubert, turning round 
as he was nearing the door, ** you have reminded 
me of something that I may as well mention 
now, Mrs. Rumbold! Oolige me by not telling 
any one that I—we have anything to do with 
providing for the child. Do not speak of it to 
the girl herself or to any one in the village. 
And pray do not allude to it in conversation 
with my cousins at the Hall!” 

‘* Tf you wish it, of course I will not mention 
it to any one,” said Mrs. Rumbold, bridling a 
little at what she conceived to be an imputa- 
tion on her discretion. ‘‘ You may trust me, 
I am sure, Mr. Lepel. We will not breathe a 
word,” 

**And particulaily not a word to the child 
herself,” Hubert said, turning his eyes upon 
the rector’s wife with such earnestness in their 
troubled depths that she was quite impressed. 
**I do not wish her to be burdened with the 
feeling that she owes anything tous.” .- 

‘“*Oh, Mr. Lepel, how generous, how delicate- 
minded!” cried the effusive little woman, 
throwing up her hands in admiration. ** Now 
I wouldn’t have believed that there was a 
young man could be so thoughtful of others’ 
feelings—I wouldn't indeed, Mr. Hubert! 
Must you go? Won't you stay and have dinner 
with us to-night?” 

“Thank you—no; I am engaged—a dinner in 
town,” said Hubert hastily. ‘*I will leave you 
my address "—he produced a card from his 
pocket-book, and with it a ten-pound note— 
‘“*and this will perhaps be useful in getting 
clothes and things of that kind for her. If you 
want more, you will let me know.” 

He escaped with difficulty from Mrs. Rum- 
bold’s rapturous expressions of surprise at his 
liberality, and at last got out into the hall. 
Andrew Westwood’s little girl was still sitting 
on the chair where she had been placed, her 
hands crossed before her on her lap, her bare 
feet swinging idly to and fro, her dark eyes 
fixed vaguely on the trees and shrubs of the 
rectory garden, which she could see from the 
ee Hubert paused beside her and 
spoke. 

‘““T am going to leave you with this lady— 
Mrs. Rumbold,” he said. ‘*‘ You know her 
already, and know that she will be kind to you. 
You are to go to a good schoul, where I hope ! 
that you will be py 
—" child's eyes dilated as she listened to 

im. 

‘* Are you going away ?” she said. 

“Yes; I am going back to London,” the 
young man answered kindiy. ‘* You will stay 
here, like a good little girl, won’t you?” 

** Do you want me to?” she said, pushing her 
hair back from her forehead and gazing at him 
anxiously. 

** Yes, I do.” 

She nodded. ‘‘I’ll stay,” she said curtly. 

And then she lapsed once more into her for- 
mer state of silence and sullenness; and Hubert 
left her with a smile of farewell and a secret 
aspiration that he might not see her again ; for 
it seemed to him that he could never look upon 
the face of Andrew Westwood's daughter with- 
out a pang. 

He decided to catch the seven o'clock train to 
London, 

** You'll be late for your engagement, I am 
afraid,’ Mrs. Rumbold said to him, thinking of 
his excuse for running away. 

He only smiled and nodded as he walked off, 
by way of reply. His dinner in town, he knew 
well enough, would be eaten in solitude at his 
club. He had no other engagement; but he 
would have invented half a hundred excuses 
sooner than stay an hour longer than was 
Saegenny under General Vane’s hospitable 
roof, 

He dined silently and expeditiously at his 
club, and then made his way through the 
lighted streets to his lodgings in Bloomsbury. 
A barrister by profession, he had found his real 
vocation in literature, and he liked to live 
within easy reach of libraries and newspaper 
offices. He had been making a fair income 
lately, and his earnings were very acceptable to 
him, for he was not a man of particularly 
economical habits. He had about a hundred a 
year of his own, and Miss Vane allowed him 
another hundred—all else had to be won by the 
work of his own hands. And yet, as he passed 
up the staircase to his own rooms, he was won- 
dering whether he could not manage to dis- 
pense with Miss Vane’s hundred a year. 

He let himself in with his latch key, and the 
room which he entered was lighted only by the 
lamps in the street. He had not been expected 
so early, and his landlady had forgotten to 
bring the lamp which he was in the habit of 
using. He struck a match and lit the gas, 
pulled down the blinds, and threw himself with 
a heavy sigh into the great leathern arm chair 
that stood before his writing table. 

He felt mortally tired. The events of the day 
had been such as would have tried a strong 


SSS 


time out of sorts physically as well as mentally. 
He had seldom gone through such hours of 
keen torture as he had borne that day; and 
his face—pale, worn, miserable—seemed to have 
lost all its youth as he lay back in the great 
arm chair and thought of the past. 

He rose at last with an impatient word, 

‘It is madness to brood over what cannot be 
undone,” he said to himself. ‘‘I must ‘ dree 
my own weird’ without a word to any living 
soul. Florence has my secret, and I have hers; 
to herI am bound by atie that nothing on earth 
can break. And I can have no other ties. I 
am bad enough, Heaven knows, but I am not 
so bad as to render myself responsible for the 
happiness of a wife, forthe welfare of children, 
forahome! With this hanging over me. how 
can I hope for any happiness in life? Iam as 
much under punishment as poor Westwood in 
his prison-cell. I have no rights, no hopes, no 
love. A life sentence did I say that he had re- 
ceived? And have I not a life sentence too?” 

He was standing beside his writing-table, 
ana his eyes fell upon a photograph which had 
adorned it for the last six months, It repre- 
sented a girl’s face—a bright, pretty, careless 
face, with large eyes and parted smiling lips. 
For the first time he did not admire it very 
much; for the first time he found it a trifle 
soulless and vapid. 

‘*Poor Mary,” he said, looking at it with a 
kind of wonder in his eyes—‘* what will she say 
when she finds that I do not go to her father’s 
house any more? I do not think that she will 
care very much. She has§seen little enough of 
me lately! I could not ask her now to link her 
fate with mime, poor child! She would hate 
me if sheknew. Best to forget her, as she will | 
forget me!” 

He took the photograph out of its frame and | 
deliberately tore it across ; then he set himself 
to reduce it to the smallest possible fragments, 
until they lay in a little heap upon his writing 
table. His face was grave and rigid as he per- 
formed the task, but it showed little trace of | 
pain. His fancy for ‘* Mary,” the pretty daugh- 
ter of an old professor, had taken no deep root. 
Henceforth it vanished from his life, his mem- 
**Mary,” like all his other 
dreams, was dead to him. 

A knock at the door startled him as he com. | 
pleted his work. A servant brought in a tele. 
gram. which he tore open hastily. As he ex- 
pecied, it was from Miss Vane. 

‘Marion died this evening at seven o'clock, 
from syncope of the heart. Funeral on Thurs- | 


** Another victim!” Hubert said to himself, 
laying down the pink paper with something 
like agroan. ‘‘Am I responsible for this too? 
A life sentence did I say? It would take a 
hundred lives to compensate for all the harm 
that Florence and [ have done!” 

(To be continued.) 
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High Tension Courtesy. 





Tom—Eat a philopena with me this morning, 
Tab? Pwr-r-rang! - 
e-— 


Tab— With pleasure, 
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His Best Plot. 


Tittle— Well, little Skribble’s hit upon an ex- 
st fine plot at last. 
attle—I thought all his novels were lacking 
in that respect. 
Tittle—But this is over in Greenwood. He 
was buried yesterday. 





Too Obliging By Far. 


Smallpurse— So, sir, 1 understand that be- 
cause I am not prepared to pay you this bill for 
flowers to-day you will bring suit against me 
and thereby lose my trade altogether. Well, 
Delver, pave you credit for some sense. 

Delver—But I gave you credit for some dol- 
lars, more’s the pity. 
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“There was a frog who lived in a spring, 
He caught such a cold he could not sing.” 


Poor, unfortunate Batrachian! In what a 
sad plight he must have been. And yet his 
misfortune was one that often befalls singers. 
Many a once tuneful voice among those who 
belong to the ** genus homo” is utterly spoiled 
by “cold in the head,” or on the lungs, or both 
combined. For the above mentioned * croak- 
er”’ we are not aware that any remedy was 
ever devised; but we rejoice to know that all 
human singers may keep their heads clear and 
throats in tune by the timely use of Dr. Sage's 
Catarrh Remedy and Dr. Pierce's Golden Med- 
ical Discovery, both of which are sold by 
druggists. 

Dr. Sage’s Catarrh Remedy cures the worst 
cases of Catarrh in the Head, no matter of 
how long standing, while for all laryngeal, 
bronchial, throat and lung affections, Dr. 
Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery is posi- 
tively unequaled. It cures the worst linger- 
ing coughs and builds up the ficsh and 
strength of those who have been reduced 
by wasting diseases. It is guaranteed to 
benefit or cure in all diseases for which it is 
recommended, if taken in time and given a 
fair trial, or money paid for it refunded. 


Copyright, 1888, by WORLD’s Dis. MED. Ass’N. 


Dr, PIERCE’S PELLETS 


regulate and cleanse the liver, stomach and 
bowels. They are purely vegetable and _ per- 
fectly harmless. One a Dose. Sold by 
druggists. 25 cents a vial. 















» SOLID GOLD PLATED, 

yA 

» 
ey dress on receipt of 82 cents in postage 
“eS p 

. 3 
WS = ry, &c., with special terms and induce 
cents for 60 days to introduce our goods. Order immediately, 


i Bei To introduce our Watches, Jewelry, 

= ay &c., &c., for GO days we will send this 

fine, heavy gold-plated Ring to any ad 

. \ stamps; and will also send free one 

oY mammoth Catalogue of Watches, Jewel 

ment: to agents. This Ring is a very fine quality, warranted to 

wear for years, and to stand acid test, and is only offered at 32 

and get a $2.00 Ring for 32 cents. CANADIAN WATCH AND 
JEWELRY CO., 57 & 59 Adelaide St. East, Toronto, Ont. 
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SAVOY HOTEL 


Victoria Embankment, London 


Magnificent River View. Luxurious Suites with Private 


Bathrooms. Sixty-seven Bathrcoms. No charge for Baths 
Electric Light everywhere. NO GAS. The Corridors 
warmed day and night. 

THE 


Restaurant Open 


TO THE PUBLIC 


Chef. M. Charpentier; Maitre d’Hotel, M. 
(‘* Francois”), of the Grand, at Monte Carlo. 
rivals the most famous Continental Cafes. 


Hotel Manager—MR. W. 


Rinjoux 
The cuisine 


ARDWICK, 





| LARGEST AND BEST ASSORTMENT OF 


DIAMONDS: 


At 20 per cent. less than any other house in the city, All 
stones warranted as represented. 


fev BK). TROREY 


Manufacturing Jeweler 
| 61 King Street East, opp. Toronto Street 
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J.&J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


101 YONGE ST., TORONTO. 


SOCIETY REGALIAS 


Faney Ball Costumes 
Art Needle Work and Supplies 


Together with every description of Faney- 
Work Goods, Stamping, ete. 


Gold & Silver Fringes Laces, Cords, Tassels, ete, 
W. C. MORRISON’S 


ba King Street West 











PRICE $10 
ols AOrad 





Writes Easily 30 tv 40 woras rer Minute 


Simple, practical, durable typewriter. It never gets out 
of order. No instruction required. Can be carried in the 
satchel and used on the cars. All professional and bum- 
ness men need it. Call and see it, or send for circular, 
mentioning this paper. The Typewriter Improve- 
ment €o., Boston, Mass, Branch Office—7 Adelaide 
St. East, Toronto. Copying done at three cente per. hun- 
dred words. 


PROF. & MME. HOUSEMAN 


Chiropodist and Manicure 


228 YONGE STREET 
Bunions, Ingrowing Nails, Corn 
etc., successfully treated. Skilfu 
and superior treatment at moderate 
charges. 





NEW FICTION 


Marvellously Low Prices 


** How I Escaped,” edited by the author of ‘‘Mr. 
Barnes of New York,” at 25 sents; ** John Bodwin’s 
Testimony,” by Mary Hallock Foote, at 30 cents; and 
**The Battle of the Swash and the Capture of 
Canada,” by Samuel Barton, and under same cover Dr. 
W. George Beers’ celebrated speech at Syracuse, for 25 
cents. The above are all from the press of 


| J. THEO. ROBINSON, Publisher 


| MONTREAL, 
Ask for them at your bcoksellers. 








FRALO! FRAUD! FRAUD! 


COUNTERFEITS! 


THE LARGE AND INCREASING DEMAND FOR 


CARTER’S LITTLE LIVER PILLS 


throughout the country has caused myriads of imitators to spring up in all directions. They have adopted vurious 
insignia, but all are designed to tnke advaninge of a coufiding public. 
We purpose to prosecute all infringers and have set the cannon ball roling, as the following injunction will tes tify :- 


IN THE HIGH COURT OF JUSTICE FOR ONTARIO, 


QUEEN’S BENCH DIVISION. 


The Carter Medicine Company lately commenced action through their Solicitors, 
Messrs. Faulkiner & Masson, of Belleville, Ontario, against John T. Wait, of /rn- 
prior, Ontario, for infringement of their trade mark to their ‘‘LITTLE LIVER 
PILLS,” and upon a motion coming on before the above Court on the 30th day of 
April, 1889, the defendant, John T. Wait, (to save heavy damages and costs) agreed 
to destroy all labels, wrappers, circulars and packages marized with the plaintiff's 
trade mark or any part of said trade mark or any mark s> nearly resembling such 
trade mark as to be calculated to deceive, and by conscnt of the said John T. Wait, 


the above Courzt did therevpon give 


Company a PERPETUAL INJUNCTION restra‘nine 
using their Trade Mark as registered (Trade Merk \ 


the Carter Medicine 
caid John T. Wait from 
5.c.c., No. 9, folio 1962), or 


judgment evan 


any part or imitation of such trade mark, or any part thercc’, cte., ete. 


In purchasing see that the word “CARTER’S” is on tho wrapper, It should read thus: 


CARTERS 


The name is printed in 
Black, on Red Paper, in 
letters size and style 
here shown. 





FOR HEADACHE. 
FOR DIZZINESS. 

FOR BILIOUSNESS. 
FOR TORPID LIVER. 
FOR CONSTIPATION. 
FOR SALLOW SKIN. 
FOR THE COMPLEXION| 


On the spurious some other neme ia substituted for “* CARTER’S” or the words “LITTLE 
LIVER PILLS’’ alone are used, 


Buy only of reputable parties and 
SIMILE on the back or Cover 


compare the Wrapper with the FAC- 


>f our Book, 
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HESTORY OF AN HRROR 


By the Author of ‘His Wedded Wife,” “A Fatal Dower,” “‘ Barbara,” *‘ Ladybird's 





Penitence,” ‘‘Bunchie,” ‘‘A Foolish Marriage,” etc. 


CHAPTER XIX. 


For a few minutes there was silence in the 
room. Sir Humphrey’s face was hidden. His 
daughter knelt motionless before him, save 
when she shivered convulsively ; but she did 
not loosen for a moment the clasp of her cling- 
ing arms. Her silence was perhaps more elo- 
quent than the bitterest sobs and tears would 
have been, and her upturned face was fixed and 
rigid when her father raised his head and turn- 
ed to her again. 

*““You are going to tell me?” she asked ina 
breathless whisper. 

** You are forcing me to tell you!” said the 
old man bitterly. I would have spared you, 
but you would not let me. A few moments 
since you promised me unquestioning obedi- 
ence ; and now——” 

**T eannot give it you in this,” she answeredu 
quietly. ‘‘ Father, be patient with me! You 
are asking me to give you more than my life, 
and I will give it you; but I must know why !” 

Sir Humphrey rose and raised her to her feet, 
putting her intoa chair which stood near: then 
he resumed his own seat with the air of a man 
who had made up his mind to go through a 
crue! ordeal. 

**Since you will have it so,” he said, in a 
desp tiring ton3, ** you shall hear all!” 

He put his hand into the breast-pocket of his 
crat and took out a folded paper. Stanley, 
watching him eagerly and with close attention, 
saw that his hand shook. As he held the paper 
out to her in silence, she saw that it was a tele- 
gram. 

It bore the date of the previous day, and had 
bean handed in at a London office early in the 
morning. The message it contained was as 
follows ; 

“If Sir Humphrey Gerant does not wish to 
bring irretrievabie disgrace upon an ancient 
and noble race, he will do well to ask the man 
his daughter is about to marry what legal right 
he has to the name he bars. A bar sinister 
would scarcely be a desirable addition to the 
Garant escutcheon, ’ 

Stanley read the words twice over ; they had 
n> meaning for her. She put the telegram up- 
on the table, keeping her hand upon it, and 
looked across at her father. 

**T do not understand,” she said simply. 

Sir Humphrey made a gesture of despair. 
Vor the first time in her young life his daugh- 
ter was cruel to him—unconsciously perhaps, 
but still cruel. 

“Think for a moment, and you will under- 
stand,” he answered. 

She bent her face over the telegram once | 
more; but still the words had no meaning for 
her. 

“I do not understand,” she said again, slowly, | 

utting down the paper and looking across at | 

1er father with questioning, sorrowful eyes. 

**And yet,” he returned mournfully, ‘it is | 
easy enough to understand. Itsaysthat Hugh 
Cameron has no right to the name he has | 
offered you. And, that being so, Stanley, I | 
ask you, is it possible that you could become | 
his wife!” 

For a few moments she sat silent, looking at 
him with the same questioning gaze: then he 
saw the expression on her face change slowly, 
until gradually she looked horrified and in- 
credulous: then he knew that she understood, 

‘*It is not true,” she exclaimed, with a voice 
which all her efforts could not keep steady. 
** Father, how could it be true?” 

Tonere was terror as well as horror in her 
eyes as she looked at him. Sir Humphrey put 
his hand tenderly upon hers as it rested on the 
table. 

‘“*It is true, Stanley,” he said, hoarsely. 
‘**Hugh has no name to offer you; he has no 
legal right to the name he bears.” 

The look of horror upon her face deepened ; 
she shuddered, her breath came and went heav- 
ily, her lips were bloodless, and, when she 
spoke, her voice had lost its music. 

**Tell me all!” she gasped, unconsciously 
crushing the paper in her hand. ‘‘ Who sent 
that cruel message, father?” 

‘IT do not know,” he answered ; ‘‘ it bears no 


” 


name. . 
** But, if it be true, why does it not bear a 


pame?” she asked, struggling desperately to 
b2 calm. ‘It is as cowardly as it is false! 
Father, you have often said that anonymous 
jetters are not worth an honest man’s scorn, 
This—" 

**My dear,” he replied, very gently, as her 
voice broke and failed, ‘‘do you imagine that I 
would have troubled you with this unless I 
had proved its truth?” 

The girl put up her hand and pushed back 
her hair from her burning brow. 

“Proved its truth!” she echoed, blankly. 
“Your 

“ Yes—I!” he answered. ‘“ You are very 
dear to me, Stanley ; but the honor of our race 
is dear also. My first thought on receiving this 
was to treat it with contempt; but; on reflec- 
tion, I decided that, if there were any truth in 
it, it was better to learn it now than when it 
might be too late. I owed this to you and to 
our name. I went, as you know, to London, 
and there I saw Francis Ashton, Mr. Cameron’s 
lawyer, Lady Sara Cameron's nephew. I put 
thea telegram before him, and I watched his face 
as he read it. Its expression told me enough. 
He tried to give me some lame explanation, 
but it was useless; I had read in his face the 
truth of that massage, Stanley. It is quite 
true. Hugh Cameron is nameless—at least, he 
has no right to the name he bears—it is only 
his by sufferance.” 

Stanley sat silent, her burning eyes fixed up- 
on her father’s face. 

‘*Tnere is no need to enter into details, my 
child,” he continued. ‘ Philip Cameron is his 
father, Lidy Sara is his mother; but Hugh 
Cameron is but an illegitimate son. I believe 
his parents were more sinned against than sin- 
ning. His father is innocent of all wrong; but 
he had too great a love for and faith in the 
wonan who betrayed him. Stanley, knowing 
of Lady Sara what I know now, the mere fact 
that Hugh has her blood in his veins would 
have made me object to him as your husband 
had he been her lawful son instead of what he | 
is.” 

** And he—Hugh-—is guiltless, you say?” she 
queried, in a voice which was quite firm al- 
though it was very low, as if she were faint and 
weak, 

**T cannot tell—I do not know. Tha lawyer 
says he believes him to bs igaorant of his true 

vsition—and I should be glad to believe so too. 

f heis not’—the old man's lips took a more | 
resolute and contemptuous curve—‘‘he is not | 
worthy your regret, Stanley.” 

There was a few moments’ silence, 

‘“*T think,” said the girl presently, in 
sane low tone—"I think he did not know.” 

She was scarcely conscious, although there 
was no change in her appearance or manner; a 
strange numbness had crept over her ; the room 
and her father’s grave troubled face had van- 
ished; but her brain, dulled as it was, knew at 
least this—that she could not be Hugh Cam- 
eron's wife—that her father would never con- | 
sent to her linking her fate with that of a man 
woo was disgrace? and dishonored, though his | 
disgrace and dishonor had come to him through 
no sin of his own. In a few moments the 
mumbness passed from her senses, and she 
came back to clearer consciousness and acuter 
misery. Her heart felt like ice within her 
breast ; her limbs seemed turned to stone ; but 
in all her misery she saw no gleam of hopa—she | 
could not bring the slightest shade of dishonor | 
upon the neme she loved. Even in this, the | 
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| tion equal to our own, 


gesture. 
fusion was upon her; she was faint and cold. 


at her—‘'not sinned! 
us?” 


love him so well ? 
as you were, as I was, a few hours since? 
Why should he suffer? Dearest | 
father, I have promised—ob, yes, 1 have prom: | 
ised—but have pity on me! 
not only will he suffer, but my heart will be | 
broken!” 


he is innocent. 


Humphrey hoarsely. | 
**T would have you give me back my prom. 
ise,” she moaned. 
no public disgrace! 
love each other so well!” 


world?” he asked bitterly. 
happy, Stanley, knowing that you had brought 
a tarnished name into our family annals?” 


hoarsely. 


almost roughly; ‘‘and I[ should know; and I 
should feel as if my honored ancestors would 
rise ia their grave and strike me for the stain I 
should have brought upon our house!” 


only answer she received. 
her hands loosel their hold; she sank at his 
feet as if a bullet had pierced her heart. 
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Suddenly she heard her father's voice. 


‘*Lady Sara betrayec the man who loved her 


and had faith in her,” he was saying. ‘She 
had been secretly married when very young to 
aman who a few weeks later was transported 
as a convicted forger—oh, it is a shameful, 
ignoble story, Stanley, scarcely fit for your 
ears! The convict kept his counsel—it would 
do him no good, ho thought, to have any addi- 
tional sin proven against him—Lady Sara kept 
hers; and some years after, believing him dead 
or asserting that she believed him dead, she 
married Philip Cameron.” 

“Then?” A faint gleam of hope lighted up 
the girl's despairing eyes ; but her father shook 
his head sadly. 

“It was no marriage, Stanley. Her first 
husband, of whose existence Philip Cameron 
had never heard, was living still; and, when 
her only child was seven years old, the returned 
convict came to claim his wife; and the man 
whom she had betrayed so cruelly knew the bit 
ter truth—that not only had the woman he 
loved and trusted betrayed him, but that she 
had given to his only son a legacy of shame 
which nothing could biot out—that the child, 
innocent as he was, must bear a burden of 
degradation which he owed to the mother who 
bore him! 
Lady Sara Cameron an unhappy woman, can 
you wonder at it,and can you pity her? Why 
should she not bear some of the punishment 
which fell so heavily upon others—upon those 
who were guiltless? She, who would have 
d-awn away her skirts from a sinner less guilty 
than herself, is as degraded and depraved in 
my eyes!” 


Sir Humphrey spoke with a passion of which | 


Stanley was only vaguely conscious, and with 
acontempt which stung her to the inmost soul. 
This woman of whom he spoke was Hugh’s 
mother, she thought; and with the thought 
came a vision of the beautiful, trembling crea- 
ture, wasted with suffering, who had come 
down the stairs at Brancepeth, whose burniag 
fingers she had held in hers, whose clay-cold 
cheek she had touched with her lips. It was 
only a few hours back ; but it seemed to Stan- 
ley that she had lived years since then, 

**And to that woman’s son I was going to 
give my daughter,” said Sir Humphrey, his pas- 
sion rising as he thought of the promise given ; 
“and I was glad when I thought of her that 
she was an earl’s daughter, of birth and sta- 
If Hugh Cameron’s 
mother had been aservant in his father’s house- 
hold and an honest woman, I would gladly give 
the consent I retract now.” 

‘““She has suffered!” the girl 
faintly, startled by his passion, 

‘*Suffered! Her suffering is a pretence, like 
her repentance! She has a false heart, Stan- 


murmured 


| ley, or she would never have deceived so noble 
amanasCameron. When heknew thetruth,” Sir 


Humphrey went on morecalmly, “for hischild’s 


sake he bought silence from the convict ; but 
on that very day silence was imposed upon the 
man forever by a Higher Power, 
in a railway accident—and Lady Sara's secret 
was safe. 
married her; but there was no means of re- 
moving the stigma from his son’s name, 
| has no name, no rights—he is an outcast ! ” 


He was killed 
A few days later Philip Cameron 
Hugh 


Stanley put out her hand with an entreating 
She could not speak; a strange con- 


Her father went on sadly— 
‘IT am giving you wounds, my child, which 


will take long to heal; but I cannot help it. 

You see, do you not, that I have noalternative? 

The sacrifice I have asked of you must be made, 

Stanley!” 

his hand upon her shoulder. 
| shrink from it?” 


He rose and, going to her side, put 
“You will not 


She looked up at him, her eyes filled with 


anguish, 


‘“*Not if I must,” she said. ‘‘ But, father” 


—she turned, and seized his arm with both her 
hands—‘‘ must I?” 
face with a look which thrilled him—a look 
that was intense, heart-searching, full of des- 
pair, yet not without hope. 
went on breathlessly, ‘‘ must I give him up? 
He is innocent of all wrong—he has not sinned 
—the secret of his birth is unknown save to us; 
ail these years no whisper of it has been heard; 
surely we should have Known if it had been so! 
Why should Hugh suffer when he has not 
sinned?” 


Her eyes rested upon his 


“Father,” she 


** Not sinned,” her father echoed, looked down 
Has he not deceived 


**He!” she exclaimed, a smile curving her 


lips for a moment and lighting up her pallid | 
face. 
He is ignorant of this terrible thing of which | 
you have told me. 
were so base a traitor, do you think I should 
He is ignorant—as ignorant | 
And | 


‘Oh, father, do you know him so little? 


If it were otherwise, if he 


Shesank upon her knees before him; she knew 


her prayer was hopeless; she felt it soin the 
depths of her breaking heart ; but she felt that | 
she must make one despairing passionate effort 
before she sacrificed Hugh and herself. 
grasp of her little hand upon his arm was so 
strong that it almost hurt the old man as she 
cowered at his feet, only her eyes with their 
look of wild appeal giving an appearance of life 
to her death-like face. 


‘** What would you have medo?” asked Sir 
**Oh, father, there can be 
No one knows, and we 
**Is shame only that which is known to the 


“Could you be 


‘No one would know,” she _ whispered 


** You would know,” the old man answered 


An oppressive silence followed. She knew 


that he spoke from his heart; she knew too | 
that she shrank and trembled at the thought 
of doing anything that would sully their name; 
yet she knew that, if she gave up Hugh Cam- 
eron, she would give upall chance of happiness 
in the life which was before her. 


** Father,” she moaned, *‘ have pity!” 


Ah, if her wrong-doing has made | 


Remember that | 


The | 





twelve ; the house was very still. 
“Stanley, my child!” cried Sir Humphrey, 
following her. 
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She moved unsteadily towards the door. | 
The clock on the mantlepiece was striking | 





But she put out her hand as if to keep him | 


from her. 
‘** To-morrow,” she said faintly—‘* to-morrow, 


father, we will arrange ali—I can bear no more | 
| 


to-night—to morrow.” 


She pushed aside the heavy velvet portiere, 


opened the door noiselessly, and like a ghost, 
glided out into the hall; and the sombre folds 
of velvet fell, shutting out the white figure 
from the anxious eyes which followed it. 


(To be Continued, ) 
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Mr. Oliver Whittier Lowell—I sent a poem 
here yesterday, and I've called for a check. 
Our Wide-awake Office Boy—I’m sorry, sir; 
but Mr. Williams, our manuscript-reader, is at 
lunch. Can you call again ?—Puck., 
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certain in their action. 


Headaches. 


are made, 


remedy itself. 


short a period of time. 





But the tears in the old man’s eyes were the 
Her head drooped ; 


He looked at her with infinite pity and yearn- 


ing in his dim eyes; and, as he looked, his face 
grew dark with wrath against this fate which 
had overtaken her, 
yield to her prayer? How could he be false to 
all the traditions he had held so long? 
looked down upon her, 
seemed to move him. 


And yet how could he 


As he 


a sudden impulse 


“Stanley,” he said brokenly, ‘‘I am an old 


man—life cannot last much longer for me now. 
Wait until the grave has closed over me, and 
then let it ba as you will; but spare me during 
what re nains to me of life. 
until then, and -——” 


Keep your word 


She rose slowly to her feet, trembling in 


every limb; there was a strange gray pallor on 
her face; 


she “ooked old, haggard, all her 


bitterest moment of anguish her life could | bright young beauty had faded. 


know, she never thought of any means of | 


escaping trom her terrible fate. To forgive. to | a strange tone. 
ence to you yet—I will not fail you now. 


keep my word to you, father; but, in doing so, 


Overlook dishonor was to be dishonorable, Sir | 
Ham phrey had taught her. If her heart broke, 
she must be 


loyal to her creed and his, I 


** Tnose are cruel words!” she interposed, in 
‘**T have never failed in obedi- 
I will 


must ba false to him.” 
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accomplish what is claimed for them, is 
what has caused their large sale in so 
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happens that persons suffering from 
Headache wish to move the bowels, we 
put up Hoffman's Harmless Liver Pills, 
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Young Squiggs has sat for three minutes 


without saying a word. 
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Mr. Squiggs? 
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Mr. 8. (rallying)—Oh, thinking of nothing in 


particular, 
Miss J.—Do you often think of yourself? 
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CHAPTER VI.—CoNTINUED. 

Hubert made an impatient movement. He 
had never seen his aunt so much to her disad- 
vantage. She was harsh, unwomanly, inhu- 
man. Was it in this way that every woman 


would treat the poor child, remembering the 


story of her father’s crime? ; 

Miss Vane read the accusation in his eyes. 
She turned aside with an abrupt gesture, half 
of defiance, half of despair. ae 

“T can’t help it, Hubert,” she said in an 
undertone. She raised her handkerchief to her 
eyes and dashed away atear. “I feel ita 
wrong to Sydney, to Marion, to the child, that 
I should try to benefit any of Westwood's 


family. I can’t bear to speak to her—I can’t 
bear her in my sight. It makes me ill to see 
her.” 


She covered her eyes with her hand, so that | 


she might not see the ragged miserable looking 
little creature any longer. 

‘“‘It would make matters no better if the 
child were to die of neglect and starvation at 
your gates, would it?” said Hubert bitterly. 
**She must be got out of Beechfield, at any 
rate ; you will never be able to bear seeing her 
about the roads—even amongst the workhouse 
children,” : 

**No, no, indeed ! Enid 


” 


meet her again ! 


And Enid 


**Go back to the house, aunt Leo,” said the | 


young man tenderly, ‘‘aud leave her to me. 
It is too great a strain on your endurance, I 
see. I will take the child to the Rectory ; Mrs. 
Rumbold will know of some home where she 
will be taken in—the farther away from Beech- 
tield the better.” 

Miss Vane was unusually agitated. Her face 
was pale and her lips moved nervously; she 
carefully averted her eyes from the little girl 
whom she had undertaken to question. 
dently she was on the verge of a breakdown. 


*“*T never was so foolish in my life as I have | 


been to-day. My nerves are all unstrung,” she 
said, turning her back on little Jenny West- 
wood. ‘I think I'll take your advice, Hubert. 
Ask Mr. and Mrs. Rumbold, from me, to see 
after the child. If they want money, I don't 
mind supplying it. But do make them under- 
stand that the child must be kept out of Beech- 
field.’ And with these words she walked 
briskiy down the avenue, without looking back. 
As she had said, the very sight of Andrew 
Westwood’s daughter made her ill. 

Hubert turned again towards the girl, won- 
dering whether she had overheard the conver- 
sation, which had been carried on in low tones, 
and, if she had overheard it, how much she had 
understood. He could not find out from her 
face. It was not a face that lacked intelligence, 
but it was at present sullen and torbidding in 
expression. The black hair that hung over her 
eyes hid her forehead, and gave her a rough, 
almost a savage look. 

** You do not want go back tothe workhouse, 
do you?” Hubert said, keenly regarding the 
stubborn face. 

‘* No—I won't go back.” 

*““ Why not?” 

A hot burning blush sprang to the child's 


cheeks. 

**They call me names,” she said in a low 
voice. 

“They? Who? And what names?” 


‘*The other girls, and the mistress too, and 
the women. They say that my father’s wicked 
and that lam wicked too. They say that he is 
to be hanged.” 

The child suddenly burst out crying ; her sobs, 
loud and unrestrained, feil painfully on Hubert’s 
ear. 

**T went to the prison to see him, but they 
would not let me; and then I came back here.” 

She sobbed for a minute or two longer, and 
then became quiet as suddenly as she had 
broken into tears, rubbing her eyes with one 
hand, and peering furtively at Hubert between 
the black fingers. 

‘They were wrong,” Hubert said at length. 
‘*Your father is not dead; he is not to be 
hanged at all.” He paused before he spoke 
again. ‘Heisin prison; he will be in prison 
for the rest of his life—a life sentence!” 

He spoke rather to himself than to the child, 
Never had he realized so fully as at that mo 
ment what prison actually meant. To be shut 
up, away from friends, away from home, away 
from the sweet wild woods, the country air, the 
summer sun, to labor all day long at some 
heavy monotonous task, such as breaks the 
spirit and the heart of man with its relentless 
uniformity of toil—to wear the prison garb, to 
be known by a number, as one dead to the or- 
dinary life of men, leaving at the prison gates 
that name which would be henceforth only a 
badge of disgrace to all who bore it in the outer 
world—these aspects of Andrew Westwood s 
sad case flashed in a moment across Hubert 
Lepel’s mind with a thrill of intolerable pain. 
What could he do?’ Rise up and offer to bear 
that terrible punishment himself? Itcould not 
be—for Florence’s sake, he told himself, it could 
not be. And yet—yet—— Would that at the 
very beginning he had told the truth, and 
stood where Andrew Westwood stood, so that 
the ruftian and the poacher might not have to 
bear a doom that separated him for ever from 
his only child! 

‘Do you mean,” said 
slowly, ‘“‘that father will 
prison any more.” 

**Perhaps-——after many years—he 
out.” 

‘**Many years? Three-—or five?’ 

** More—more, I am afraid, my little girl— 
perhaps in twenty years—if he is still alive.” 

He scarcely knew what impulse prompted 
him then to tell the truth. He repented it the 
next moment, for, after a horritied stare into 
his face, the child suddenly flung herself down 
upon the gravelled path and burst into tears, 
accompanied by passionate shrieking sobs and 
wild convulsive movements of her limbs. 

‘*He shall come out—he shall come out!” 
Hubert heard her cry between her gasps for 
breath. ‘‘He can’t do without me. Take me 
to him, or I shal! die!” 

In utter dismay Hubert tried persuasion, ar- 
gument, rebuke, for some time in vain, Atlast 
he turned away from her and began walking 
up and down a short stretch of the drive, bit- 
terly regretting the impulse that had caused 
him to take the care of this strange caild, even 
for a few moments, on his hands, But he had 
promised to get rid of her, and he must do so, 
if only for Enid's sake. Ic would never do to 
let this little wild creature go on roaming about 
the village, asking questions about her father. 
And there were better motives at work within 
the young man's breast. It seemed tohim that 
he bad brought aduty on himself—that he was 

at least responsible for Andrew Westwood's 
forlorn and neglected child. 

He had not paced the drive for many min 
utes before the sobs began to grow fainter. 
Finally they ceased, and the child drew herself 
into acrouching position, with her head resting 
against the steep, mossy bank just within the 
gate. Seeing her so quiet, Hubert thought that 
he might venture to speak to her again. 

‘*You must not cry so bitterly,” he said, al- 
most as he might have spoken to a grown-up 
person, not toachild, ‘Grieving can de your 
poor father no good. Wait and grow up quick 
ly. He may come out of prison some day, and 
want his little daughter, If I take you toa 

lace where you can be taught to be a good girl, 
ike other girls, will you stay there?” 

The child raised her head and fixed her dark 
eyes upon him, 

“**Not to the workhouse?” she 
hensively. 

**] promise you—not to the workhouse, if 
you will be a good child.” 


Jenny Westwood, 
never come out of 


may come 


said, appre 


She scrambled to her feet at once, and,rather | 


to Hubert’s surprise, put one hot and dirty lit- 
tle hand inro his own. 

**T will be good,” she said briefly; ‘‘and I 
will go wherever you like.” 


might | 


Evi- | 


Nothing seemed easier to her just then. 
CHAPTER VII. 

‘But, dear me, Mr. Lepel,” said Mrs. Rum- 
bold, ‘‘there’s no place for a child like that but 
| the workhouse.” . 

Hubert stood before the R@ctor’s wife in a 
pretty little room opening out upon the Rectory 
garden. Jenny had been left in the hall, seated 
| on one of the high-backed wooden chairs, while 

her protector told his tale. Mrs. Rumbold—a 
| short, stout, elderly woman with a good- 
natured smile irradiating her broad face and 
kind blue eyes—sat erect in the basket-chair 
wherein her portly frame more usually reclined 
and positively gasped as she heard his story. 

‘*To think of that child’s behavior! I assure 
you, Mr. Lepel, that we tried to do our duty. 
| We knew how painful it would be for the dear 





| General and Miss Vane if any member of: that 
| wretched man’s family were left in the village, 
! and we thought it simplified matters so much 
| that there was only one child—didn’t we, 
Alfred?” 

Alfred was the Rector, a tall thin man very 
slow in expressing his ideas, and therefore 
generally resigning the task of doing so to his 
wife’s more nimble tongue. On this occasion, 
unready as usual with a response, he crossed 
| his legs one over the other, cleared his throat, 
| and had just prepared to utter the words, ‘‘We 





| did indeed, my dear,” when Mrs, Rumbold was 
| off again, 

‘*Some neighbors took care of her before the 
trial,” she said confidentially. ‘‘Indeed we 

| paid them a small sum for doing so, Mr. Lepel 
—we didn’t like to send the child to the work- 
|! house before we knew how matters would 
| turn out. But, when the poor wretched 
| man was condemned, I said to Alfred, ‘We 
| really can’t let the Smiths be burdened 
| any longer with Andrew Westwood’s child 

—she must go to the Union!’ And Alfred 
actually went to Westwood, and asked him 
if he had any relatives to whom the child 
could be sent—didn’t you, Alfred ?—and, when 
he said that there were none, and that the girl 
might as well be brought up in the workhouse 
as anywhere else, for she would always be an 
outcast like himself—I quote his very words, 
Mr. Lepel—his graceless, reckless, wicked 
words !—why, then, I just put on my hat and 
cloak, and I went to the Smiths at once, and I 
said, ‘Mrs. Smith, I've come to take little 
Westwood to the workhouse ;’ and take her I 
did that very afternoon.” 

‘**Do you know when she ran away?” Hubert 
asked. 

Mrs. Rumbold shook her head. 

‘“*T haven't heard. Not more than a day or 
two ago, I should fancy, for nobody seems to 
have been looking for her in this direction. I 
wonder she came back to Beechfield, the hard- 
ened little thing!” 

‘*Oh, come, I don’t think she is that, Mrs. 
Rumbold!” said Hubert, affecting a lightness 
which assuredly hedid not feel. *‘I fancy that she 
wandered back to Beechfield out of love for her 
father and her old home, poorchild. She is not 
to be blamed for her father's sin, surely!” he 
added, seeing rather an odd expression on Mrs. 
Rumbold’s face as the-involuntary words of 
pity passed his lips. 

‘Oh, no, no—of course not!” Mrs. Rumbold 
hastened to reply. ‘‘It is very kind of you, 
Mr. Lepel, and very kind of Miss Vane too, to 
interest yourselves in the fate of Andrew West- 
wood’s daughter—very Christian, I am sure!” 

‘*T don’t know that,” said Hubert, somewhat 
awkwardly. ‘I fancy that my cousin simply 
wishes to get the child away from the place 
before the General is well enough to go out 
again—I suppose he knows her by sight. It 
| would be painful to him—and little Enid might 
come to hear.” 

‘*Of course, of course! I quite understand, 
Mr. Lepel. And the Churton workhouse is so 
near Beechfield too!” 

‘*She shall not go back to the workhcuse,” 
said Hubert, with firmness. ‘‘I am resolved 
on that !” 

‘** An orphanage, I suppose? Well, we might 
get her into an orphanage if we paid a small 
sum for her ; but who would pay? There's the 
Anglican Sisterhoou at East Winstead—not 
that I quite approve of Sisterhoods myself,” 
said Mrs. Rumbold grimly—‘ but I know that 
in this case the Sisters are doing good work, 
and for a small annual payment——” 

‘*I don’t much like the idea of a Sisterhood. 
Do you know of a smaller place—an ordinary 
school perhaps—where she could be taken in 
and clothed and taught and civilised ?” 

‘*No, Mr. Lepel, I don’t. You could not send 
a child like that to a lady’s house without 
letting the whole story be told; and who 
would take her then? In acharitable institu- 
tion, now, she could be admitted, and no ques- 
tions asked.” 

‘“*I did not think—I did not exactly want to 
tind a charitable institution,” said Hubert, 
suddenly seeing that his position would appear 
very strange in the Rumbolds’ eyes, and yet | 
resolved to stick to his point. No. whatever 
happened, ‘little Westwood,” as Mrs. Rum- 
bold called her, should not be brought up asa 
“charity girl.” He had an instinctive under- 
standing of the suffering that the child would 
endure if she were not in kindly hards; and 
he did not think that the atmosphere of a large 
semi-public institution would be favorable to 
her future welfare. 

Mrs. Rumbold looked at him in open-eyed 
perplexity. 

‘But, Mr. Lepel, what do you want?” 

‘*T want the child to be happy,” Hubert cried, | 
with some vexation—‘'I want her to be where 
she will never be taunted with her father’s 
position, where she will be kindly treated, and 
brought up to earn her own living in a suitable | 
way. 

‘*Then,” said the Rector, startling both his 
hearers by the ponderous solemnity of his tone, 
‘*send her to Winstead.” 

Hubert turned towards him respectfully, 

** You think so, sir?” 

“The Sisters are good women,” said Mr. 
Rumbold, ‘They love the children and train 
them well. I have twice sent orphans from 
this village to their care, and in each case I be- 
lieve that there could not have been a happier 
result.” 

** You'll be charmed if you go over the house 
at Winstead, Mr. Lepel,” said Mrs. Rumbold 
coaxingly. ‘* Do go over and see yourself what 
it is like. Such a lovely house, half covered 
with purple clematis and Virginia creeper, and 
a dear little chapel, and beautiful grounds! 
And the expense is quite trifling—twelve or 
sixteen pounds a year, | velieve, for each of the 
dear little orphans!” 

‘* Tf you speak so highly of it, am sure I may 
take it on trust.” answerea Hubert, with a | 
smile. He was growing weary of the discus 
sion. ‘* Take the child and do the best for her, 
will you, Mrs. Rumbold?) My cousin and I will | 
supply all funds that may be needed.” 

**T am sure that’s very good of you, Mr. 
Lapel. The child couidn’t be happier any- 
where than she will be at Winstead. Alfred 
will write at once about it—will you not, 
Alfred!” 

Alfred bowed assent. 

‘*T suppose it will take a few days to settle,” 
said Hubert, looking from one to the other. 
*“*In the meantime i 

“Oh, in the meantime she can stay here!” 


| pleted his work, 





said Mrs. Rumbold expansively. ‘’ She will be 
no trouble, poor thing! I can put up alittle 
bed for her in one of the attics.” 

** She's not very clean, 'm afraid, Mrs. Rum- 
bold. She looks exceedingly black.’ 

**T expect that the black’s all on the surface,’ 
said the Rector'’s wife. ‘* You needn't laugh, 
Alfred; Mr. Lepel knows what I mean, Im | 
sure. The child's been in the workhouse for | 
more than a fortnight, and has left it only for | 
the last day or two; she is just dusty and grimy | 
with the heat and exercise, and will be glad of ! 
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a bath, poor thing! I'll make her look beauti- 
ful before she goes to Winstead, you'll see,” 

“Then I may leave her in your charge? It is 
exceedingly good of you,” said Hubert, rising 
to take his leave. ‘‘ 1 don’t know what Ishould 
have done with her but for you.” 

‘““My dear Mr, Lepel, I'm sure the goodness 
is all on your side!’ cried Mrs. Rumbold. “I 
should not have thought of a gentleman like 
you, one of your family, troubling himself about 
a ragged miserable child like this little West- 
wood girl. I’m sure she ought to be eternally 
grateful to you all!” 

“Oh, by-the-bye,” said Hubert, turning round 
as he was nearing the door, ** you have reminded 
me of something that I may as well mention 
now, Mrs. Rumbold! Oolige me by not telling 
any one that I—we have anything to dp with 
providing for the child. Do not speak of it to 
the girl herself or to any one in the village. 
And pray do not allude to it in conversation 
with my cousins at the Hall!” 

‘Tf you wish it, of course I will not mention 
it to any one,” said Mrs. Rumbold, bridling a 
little at what she conceived to be an imputa- 
tion on her discretion. ‘‘ You may trust me, 
I am sure, Mr. Lepel. We will not breathe a 
word.” 

**And particularly not a word to the child 
herself,” Hubert said, turning his eyes upon 
the rector’s wife with such earnestness in their 
troubled depths that she was quite impressed. 
‘*I do not wish her to be burdened with the 
feeling that she owes anything tous.” . 

**Oh, Mr. Lepel, how generous, how delicate- 
minded!” cried the effusive little woman, 
throwing up her hands in admiration. *‘* Now 
I wouldn’t have believed that there was a 
young man could be so thoughtful of others’ 
feelings—I wouldn’t indeed, Mr. Hubert! 
Must you go? Won't you stay and have dinner 
with us to-night?” 

“Thank you—no; I am engaged—a dinner in 
town,” said Hubert hastily. ‘I will leave you 
my address”—he produced a card from his 
pocket-book, and with it a ten-pound note— 
‘‘and this will perhaps be useful in getting 
clothes and things of that kind for her. If you 
want more, you will let me know.” 

He escaped with difficulty from Mrs, Rum- 
bold’s rapturous expressions of surprise at his 
liberality, and at last got out into the hall. 
Andrew Westwood’s little girl was still sitting 
on the chair where she had been placed, her 
hands crossed before her on her lap, her bare 
feet swinging idly to and fro, her dark eyes 
fixed vaguely on the trees and shrubs of the 
rectory garden, which she could see from the 
hall window. Hubert paused beside her and 
spoke. 

‘“*I am going to leave you with this lady— 
Mrs. Rumbold,” he said. ‘‘ You know her 
already, and know that she will be kind to you. 


You are to go to a good schoul, where I hope ! 


that you will be happy.” 
“ae child's eyes dilated as she listened to 
im. 

** Are you going away ?” she said, 

*“Yes; I am going back to London,” the 
young man answered kindiy. ‘* You will stay 
here, like a good little girl, won’t you?” 

** Do you want me to?” she said, pushing her 
hair back from her forehead and gazing at him 
anxiously. 

** Yes, I do.” 

She nodded. ‘I'll stay,” she said curtly. 

And then she lapsed once more into her for- 
mer state of silence and sullenness; and Hubert 
left her with a smile of farewell and a secret 
aspiration that he might not see her again ; for 
it seemed to him that he could never look upon 
the face of Andrew Westwood's daughter with- 
out mp oe 

He decided to catch the seven o'clock train to 
London, 

** You'll be late for your engagement, I am 
afraid,” Mrs. Rumbold said to him, thinking of 
his excuse for running away. 

He only smiled and nodded as he walked off, 
by way of reply. His dinner in town, he knew 
well enough, would be eaten in solitude at his 
club, He had no other engagement; but he 
would have invented half a hundred excuses 
sooner than stay an hour longer than was 
= under General Vane’s hospitable 
roof, 

He dined silently and expeditiously at his 
club, and then made his way through the 
lighted streets to his lodgings in Bloomsbury, 


A barrister by profession, he had found hisreal | 


vocation in literature, and he liked to live 
within easy reach of libraries and newspaper 
offices. He had been making a fair income 
lately, and his earnings were very acceptable to 
him, for he was not a man of particularly 
economical habits. He had about a hundred a 
year of his own, and Miss Vane allowed him 
another hundred—all else had to be won by the 
work of his own hands, And yet, as he passed 
up the staircase to his own rooms, he was won- 
dering whether he could not manage to dis- 
pense with Miss Vane’s hundred a year. 

He let himself in with his latch key, and the 
room which he entered was lighted only by the 
lamps in the street. He had not been expected 
so early, and his landlady had forgotten to 
bring the lamp which he was in the habit of 
using. He struck a match and lit the gas, 
pulled down the blinds, and threw himself with 
a heavy sigh into the great leathern arm chair 
that stood before his writing table. 

He felt mortally tired. The events of the day 
had been such as would have tried a strong 
man’s nerve, and Hubert Lepel was at this 
time out of sorts physically as well as mentally. 
He had seldom gone through such hours of 
keen torture as he had borne that day; and 
his face—pale, worn, miserable—seemed to have 
lost all its youth as he lay back in the great 
arm chair and thought of the past. 

He rose at last with an impatient word. 

**It is madness to brood over what cannot be 
undone,” he said to himself. ‘I must ‘ dree 
my own weird’ without a word to any living 
soul. Florence has my secret, and I have hers; 
to herI am bound by atie that nothing on earth 
can break, And I can have no other ties. I 
am bad enough, Heaven knows, but I am not 
so bad as to render myself responsible for the 


| happiness of a wife, forthe welfare of children, 


With this hanging over me, how 
Iam as 


for a home! 
can I hope for any happiness in life? 


| much under punishment as poor Westwood in 


his prison-cel]. I have no rights, no hopes, no 
love. A life sentence did I say that he had re- 
ceived? And have I not a life sentence too?” 

He was standing beside his writing-table, 
ana his eyes fell upon a photograph which had 
adorned it for the last six months, It repre- 
sented a girl’s face—a bright, pretty, careless 
face, with large eyes and parted smiling lips, 
For the first time he did not admire it very 
much; for the first time he found it a trifle 
soulless and vapid. 

‘*Poor Mary,” he said, looking at it with a 
kind of wonder in his eyes—‘** what will she say 
when she finds that I do not go to her father’s 
house any more? I donot think that she will 
care very much. She has§seen little enough of 
me lately! I could not ask her now to link her 
fate with mine, poor child! She would hate 
me ifsheknew. Best to forget her, as she will 
forget me!” 

He took the photograph out of its frame and 
deliberately tore it across; then he set himself 
to reduce it to the smallest possible fragments, 
until they lay in a little heap upon his writing 
table. His face was grave and rigid as he per- 
formed the task, but it showed little trace of 
pain. His fancy for ‘* Mary,” the pretty daugh- 


| ter of an old professor, had taken no deep root. 


Henceforth it vanished from his life, his mem- 
ory, his heart, ‘* Mary,” like all his other 
dreams, was dead to him. 

A knock at the door startled him as he com 
A servant brought in a tele- 
gram. which he tore open hastily. As he ex- 
pecied, it was from Miss Vane. 


‘Marion died this evening at seven o'clock, 
Funeral on Thurs- 
i 


from syncope of the heart, 
day.” 


** Another victim!” Hubert said to himself, 


laying down the pink paper with something 
like agroan. ‘‘Am I responsible for this too? 
A life sentence did I say? It would take a 
hundred lives to compensate for all the harm 
that Florence and I[ have done!” 

(To be continued.) 
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High Tension Courtesy. 
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Tom—Fat a philopena with me this morning, 
Tab? Pwr-r-rang! 
Tab— With pleasure. Me—— 
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His Best Plot. 


Tittle— Well, little Skribble’s hit upon an ex- 
— fine plot at last. 
attle—I thought all his novels were lacking 
in that respect. 
Tittle—But this is over in Greenwood. He 
was buried yesterday. 


_ SO  o 
Too Obliging By Far. 


Smallpurse— So, sir, I understand that be- 
cause I am not prepared to pay you this bill for 
flowers today you will bring suit against me 
and thereby lose my trade altogether. Well, 
Delver, pave you credit for some sense. 

Delver—But I[ gave you credit for some dol- 
lars, more’s the pity. 








Wf 





“There was a frog who lived in a spring, 
He caught such a cold he could not sing.” 


Poor, unfortunate Batrachian! In what a 
sad plight he must have been. And yet his 
misfortune was one that often befalls singers. 
Many a once tuneful voice among those who 
belong to the “* genus homo” is utterly spoiled 
by “cold in the head,” or on the lungs, or both 
combined. For the above mentioned * croak- 
er” we are not aware that any remedy was 
ever devised; but we rejoice to know that all 
human singers may keep their heads clear and 
throats in tune by the timely use of Dr. Sage's 
Catarrh Remedy and Dr. Pierce’s Golden Med- 
ical Discovery, both of which are sold by 
druggists. 

Dr. Sage’s Catarrh Remedy cures the worst 
cases of Catarrh in the Head, no matter of 
how long standing, while for all laryngeal, 
bronchial, throat and lung affections, Dr. 
Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery is posi- 
tively unequaled. It cures the worst linger- 
ing coughs and builds up the fiesh and 
strength of those who have been reduced 
by wasting diseases. It is guaranteed to 
benefit or cure in all diseases for which it is 
recommended, if taken in time and given a 
fair trial, or money paid for it refunded. 


Copyright, 1888, by WORLD’s Dis. MED. Ass'N. 


Dr, PIERCE’S PELLETS 


regulate and cleanse the liver, stomach and 
bowels. They are purely vegetable and per- 
fectly harmless. One a Dose. Sold by 
druggists. 25 cents a vial. 


Sime SOLID GOLD PLATED, 


To introduce our Watches, Jewelry, 
&c., &c , for 6O days we will send this 
fine, heavy gold-plated Ring to any ad 
dress on receipt of 32 cents in postage 
stamps; and will also send free one 
mammoth Catalogue of Watches, Jewel 
ry, &c., with special terms and induce 
ment) to agents. This Ring is a very fine quality, warranted to 
wear for years, and to stand acid test, and is only offered at 32 
cents for 60 days to introduce our goods. Order immediately, 
and pet a $2.00 Ring for 32 cents. CANADIAN WATCH AND 
JEWELRY CO., 57 & 5Y Adelaide St. East, Toronto, Ont. 
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SAVOY HOTEL 


Victoria Embankment, London 


Magnificent River View. Luxurious Suites with Private 
Bathrooms. Sixty-seven Bathrcoms. No charge for Baths 
Electric Light evervwhere. NO GAS. The Corridors 
warmed day and night. 

THE 


Restaurant Open 


TO THE PUBLIC 


Chef. M. Charpentier; Maitre d’Hotel, M. 
(‘' Francois”), of the Grand, at Monte Carlo. 
rivals the most famous Continental Cafes. 


Hotel Manager—MR. W. 


Rinjoux 
The cuisine 
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LARGEST AND BEST ASSORTMENT OF 





At 20 per cent. less than any other house in the city, All 
stones warranted as represented. 


GEo. EF’. TROREY 





61 King Street East, opp. Toronto Street 
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THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


10! YONGE ST., TORONTO. 





VJ SOCIETY REGALIAS 


Faney Ball Costumes 
Apt Needle Work and Supplies 


Together with every description of Fancy- 
Work Goods, Stamping, ete. 


Gold & Silver Fringes Laces, Cords, Tassels, ete, 
W. C. MORRISON’S 


161 King Street West 


PRICE $10 
Os Ala 





&. . 
Writes Easily 30 t» 40 woras rer Minute 


Simple, pen, durable typewriter. It never gets out 
of order. No instruction required. Can be carried in the 
satchel and used on the cars. All professional and bum- 
ness men need it. Call and see it, or send for circular, 
mentioning this paper. The Typewriter Improve- 
ment €o., Boston, Mass, Branch Otffice—7 Adelaide 
St. East, Toronto. Copying done at three cents per-hun- 
dred words. 


PROF. & MME. HOUSEMAN 


Chiropodist and Manicure 


228 YONGE STREET 
Bunions, Ingrowing Nails, Corns, 
etc., successfully treated. Skilfal 
and superior treatment at moderate 
charges. 





“NEW FICTION 


Marvellously Low Prices 


** How I Escaped,” edited by the author of ‘*Mr. 
Barnes of New York,” at 25 sents; ** John Bodwin’s 
Testimony,” by Mary Hallock Foote, at 30 cents; and 
** The Battle of the Swash and the Capture of 
Canada,” by Samuel Barton, and under same cover Dr. 
W. George Beers’ celebrated speech at Syracuse, for 25 


cents, The above are all from the press of 
J. THEO. ROBINSON, Publisher 
MONTREAL. 


Ask for them at your booksellers. 





FRALGO! FRAUD! FRAUD! 


LOOK OUT FOR COUNTERFEITS! 


THE LARGE AND INCREASING DEMAND FOR 


CARTER’S LITTLE LIVER PILLS 


throughout the country has caused myriads of imitators to spring up in all directions. They have adopted vurious 
insignia, but all are designed to take advaninge of a coufiding public. 
We purpose to prosecute all infringers and have set the cannon ball roling, a8 the following injunction will testify :- 


IN THE HIGH COURT OF JUSTICE FOR ONTARIO, 


QUEEN’S BENCH DIVISION, 


The Carter Medicine Company lately commenced action through their Soiicitors, 
Messrs. Faulkiner & Masson, of Belleville, Ontario, against John T. Wait, of 4 rn- 
prior, Ontario, for infringement of their trade mark to their “LITTLE LIVER 
PILLS,” and upon a motion coming on before the above Court on the 3oth day of 
April, 1889, the defendant, John T. Wait, (to save heavy damages and costs) agreed 
to destroy al! labels, wrappers, circulars and packages marized with the plaintiff's 
trade mark or any part of said trade mark or any mark s> nearly resembling such 
trade mark as to be calculated to deceive, and by conicnt of the said John T. Wait, 


the above Court did thererpon give judgment evcn.: 
Company a PERPETUAL INJUNCTION restra‘aine 
using their Trade Mark as registered (Trade Mer!r & 


the Carter Medicine 
_caid John T. Wait from 
5.c.c., No. 9, folio 1962), or 


any part or imitation of such trade mark, or any part thercc’, cte., ete. 


In purchasing see that the word “CARTER’S” is on the wrapper. It should read thus: 


CARTERS 


The name is printed in 
Black, on Red Paper, in 
letters size and style 
here shown. 






FOR HEADACHE. 
FOR DIZZINESS. 
ITTLE FOR BILIOUSNESS. 
FOR TORPID LIVER. 
IVER FOR CONSTIPATION. 
FOR SALLOW SKIN. 
FOR THE COMPLEXION| 


On the spurious some other neme ia substituted for “* CARTER’S” or the words “LITTLE 
LIVER PILLS"’ alone ore used. 


Buy only of reputable parties and compare the Wrapper with the FAC- 
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THESTORY OF AN ERROR 


By the Author of ‘His Wedded Wife,” ‘“‘A Fatal Dower,” “* Barbara,” “* Ladybird’s 
Penitence,” *“‘Bunchie,” ‘‘A Foolish Marriage,” etc. 


CHAPTER XIX. 


For a few minutes there was silence in the 
room, Sir Humphrey’s face was hidden. His 
daughter knelt motionless before him, save 
when she shivered convulsively ; but she did 
not loosen for a moment the clasp of her cling- 
ing arms. Her silence was perhaps more elo- 
quent than the bitterest sobs and tears would 
have been, and her upturned face was fixed and 
rigid when her father raised his head and turn- 
ed to her again. 

‘“‘You are going to tell me?” she asked ina 
breathless whisper. 

‘* You are forcing me to tell you!” said the 
old man bitterly. I would have spared you, 
but you would not let me. A few moments 
since you promised me unquestioning obedi- 
ence ; and now——” 

**T cannot give it you in this,” she answeredu 
quietly. ‘‘ Father, be patient with me! You 
are asking me to give you more than my life, 
and I will give it you; but I must know why !” 

Sir Humphrey rose and raised her to her feet, 
putting her intoachair which stood near; then 
he resumed his own seat with the air of a man 
who had made up his mind to go through a 
crue! ordeal. 

**Since you will have it so,” he said, in a 
despiring ton, ** you shall hear all!” 

He put his hand into the breast-pocket of his 
crat and took out a folded paper. Stanley, 
watching him eagerly and with close attention, 
saw that his hand shook. As he held the paper 
out to her in silence, she saw that it was a tele- 
gram. 

It bore the date of the previous day, and had 
bean handed in at a London office early in the 
morning. The message it contained was as 
follows ; 

“Tf Sir Humphrey Gerant does not wish to 
vring irretrievabie disgrace upon an ancient 
and noble race, he will do well to ask the man 
his daughter is about to marry what legal right 
he has to the name he baars. A bar sinister 
would scarcely be a desirable addition to the 
Gerant escutcheon,’ 

Stanley read the words twice over ; they had 
n>) meaning for her. She put the telegram up- 
on the table, keeping her hand upon it, and 
looked across at her father. 

**T do not understand,” she said simply. 

Sir Humphrey made a gesture of despair. 
For the first time in her young life his daugh- 
ter was cruel to him—unconsciously perhaps, 
but still cruel. 

“Think for a moment, and you will under- 
stand,” he answered. 

She bent her face over the telegram once 
more; but still the words had no meaning for 
her. 

“IT do not understand,” she said again, slowly, 
putting down the paper and looking across at 
her father with questioning, sorrowful eyes. 

“And yet,” he returned mournfully, ‘it is 
easy enough to understand. Itsaysthat Hugh 
Cameron has no right to the name he has 
offered you. And, that being so, Stanley, I 
ask you, is it possible that you could become 
his wife!” 


—_—_—— 
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Suddenly she heard her father’s voice. 

‘* Lady Sara betrayec the man who loved her 
and had faith in her,” he was saying. ‘She 
had been secretly married when very young to 
aman whoa few weeks later was transported 
as a convicted forger—oh, it is a shameful, 
ignoble story, Stanley, scarcely fit for your 
ears! The convict kept his counsel—it would 
do him no good, ho thought, to have any addi- 
tional sin proven against him—Lady Sara kept 
hers; and some years after, believing him dead 
or asserting that she believed him dead, she 
married Philip Cameron.” 

“Then?” A faint gleam of hope lighted up 
the girl’s despairing eyes ; but her father shook 
his head sadly. 

“It was no marriage, Stanley. Her first 
husband, of whose existence Philip Cameron 
had never heard, was living still; and, when 
her only child was seven years old, the returned 
convict came to claim his wife; and the man 
whom she had betrayed socruelly knew the bit 
ter truth—that not only had the woman he 
loved and trusted betrayed him, but that she 
had given to his only son a legacy of shame 
which nothing could biot out—that the child, 
innocent as he was, must bear a burden of 
degradation which he owed to the mother who 
bore him! Ah, if her wrong-doing has made 
Lady Sara Cameron an unhappy woman, can 
you wonder at it,and can you pity her? Why 
should she not bear some of the punishment 
which fell so heavily upon others—upon those 
who were guiltless? She, who would have 
d-awn away her skirts from a sinner less guilty 
than herself, is as degraded and depraved in 
my eyes!” 


Sir Humphrey spoke with a passion of which | 


Stanley was only vaguely conscious, and with 
acontempt which stung her to the inmost soul. 
This woman of whom he spoke was Hugh’s 
mother, she thought; and with the thought 
came a vision of the beautiful, trembling crea- 
ture, wasted with suffering, who had come 
down the stairs at Brancepeth, whose burning 
fingers she had held in hers, whose clay-cold 
cheek she had touched with her lips. It was 
only a few hours back ; but it seemed to Stan- 
levy that she had lived years since then. 

**And to that woman’s son I was going to 
give my daughter,’ said Sir Humphrey, his pas- 
sion rising as he thought of the promise given ; 


| “and I was glad when I thought of her that 


she was an earl’s daughter, of birth and sta- 
tion equal to our own. If Hugh Cameron's 
mother had been aservant in his father’s house- 
hold and an honest woman, I would gladly give 
the consent I retract now.” 

‘*She has suffered!” the girl 
faintly, startled by his passion. 

‘Suffered! Her suffering is a pretence, like 
her repentance! She has a false heart, Stan- 


murmured 


| ley, or she would never have deceived so noble 
amanasCameron. When heknew thetruth,” Sir 


For a few moments she sat silent, looking at | 
him with the same questioning gaze: then he | 


saw the expression on her face change slowly, 
until gradually she looked horrified and in- 
credulous: then he knew that she understood, 

‘It is not true,” she exclaimed, with a voice 
which all her efforts could not keep steady. 
** Father, how could it be true?” 

Tonere was terror as well as horror in her 
eyes as she looked at him. Sir Humphrey put 
his hand tenderly upon hers as it rested on the 
table. 

‘“‘It is true, Stanley,” he said, hoarsely. 
**Hugh has no name to offer you; he has no 
legal right to the name he bears.” 

The look of horror upon her face deepened ; 
she shuddered, her breath cameand went heav- 
ily, her lips were bloodless, and, when she 
spoke, her voice had lost its music. 

Tell me all!” she yasped, unconsciously 
crushing the paper in herhand. ‘‘ Who sent 
that cruel message, father?” 

‘*] do not know,” he answered ; ‘‘ it bears no 
name.” 

‘Bat, if it be true, why does it not bear a 
name?” she asked, struggling desperately to 
b2 calm. “It is as cowardly as it is false! 
Father, you have often said that anonymous 
letters are not worth an honest man’s scorn, 
This—" 

**My dear,” he replied, very gently, as her 
voice broke and failed, ‘‘do you imagine that I 
would have troubled you with this unless I 
had proved its truth?” 

The girl put up her hand and pushed back 
her hair from her burning brow. 

“Proved its truth!” she echoed, blankly. 
“oer 

‘“Yes—I!” he answered. ‘ You are very 
dear to me, Stanley; but the honor of our race 
is dear also. My first thought on receiving this 
was to treat it with contempt; but, on reflec- 
tion, I decided that, if there were any truth in 
it, it was better to learn it now than when it 
might be too late. I owed this to you and to 
our name. I went, as you know, to London, 
and there I saw Francis Ashton, Mr. Cameron's 
lawyer, Lady Sara Cameron's nephew. I put 
the telegram before him, and I watched his face 
as he read it. Its expression told me enough. 
He tried to give me some lame explanation, 
but it was useless; I had read in his face the 
truth of that massage, Stanley. It is quite 
true. Hugh Cameron is nameless—at least, he 
has no right to the name he bears—it is only 
his by sufferance.” 

Stanley sat silent, her burning eyes fixed up- 
on her father’s face. 

‘**Tnere is no need to enter into details, my 
child,” he continued. ‘* Philip Cameron is his 
father, Lady Sara is his mother; but Hugh 
Cameron is but an illegitimate son. I believe 
his parents were more sinned against than sin- 
ning. His father is innocent of all wrong; but 
he had too great a love for and faith in the 
wonan who betrayed him. Staaley, knowing 
of Lady Sara what I know now, the mere fact 
that Hugh has her blood in his veins would 
have made me object to him as your husband 
had he been her lawful son instead of what he 
is.” 

** And he—Hugh-—is guiltless, you say?” she 
queried, in a voice which was quite firm al- 
though it was very low, as if she werefaint and 
weak. 

**T cannot tell—I do not know. Tha lawyer 
says he believes him to bs igaorant of his true 

ysition—and [ should be glad to believe so too. 

f he is not’’—the old man's lips took a more 
resolute and contemptuous curve—‘‘he is not 
worthy your regret, Stanley.” 

There was a few moments’ silence. 

“IT think,” said the girl presently, in 
sane low tone—"I think he did not know.” 

She was scarcely conscious, although there 
was no change in her appearance or manner; a 
strange numbness had crept over her ; the room 
and her father’s grave troubled face had van- 
ished; but her brain, dulled as it was, knew at 
least this—that she could not be Hugh Cam- 
eron's wife—that her father would never con- 
sent to her linking her fate with that of a man 
who was disgraced and dishonored, though his 
disgrace and dishonor had come to him through 
no sin of his own. In a few moments the 
numbness passed from her senses, 


the | 


Humphrey went on morecalmly, “for hischild’s 
sake he bought silence from the convict ; but 
on that very day silence was imposed upon the 
man forever by a Higher Power. He was killed 
in a railway accident—and Lady Sara’s secret 
was safe. A few days later Philip Cameron 
married her; but there was no means of re- 
moving the stigma from hisson’sname. Hugh 


| has no neme, no rights—he is an outcast!” 


Stanley put out her hand with an entreating 
gesture. She could not speak; a strange con- 
fusion was upon her; she was faint and cold. 

Her father went on sadly— 

‘I am giving you wounds, my child, which 
will take long to heal; but I cannot help it. 
You see, do you not, that I have noalternative? 
The sacrifice I have asked of you must be made, 
Stanley!” He rose and, going to her side, put 
his hand upon her shoulder. ** You will not 


| shrink from it?” 


and she | 


came back to clearer consciousness and acuter | 


misery. Her heart felt like ice within her 
breast ; her limbs seemed turned to stone ; but 
in all her misery she saw no gleam of hop3—she 
could not bring the slightest shade of dishonor 
upon the name she loved. Even in this, the 


She looked up at him, her eyes filled with 
anguish. 

**Not if I must,” she said. ‘‘ But, father” 
—she turned, and seized his arm with both her 
hands—‘‘ must I?” Her eyes rested upon his 
face with a look which thrilled him—a look 
that was intense, heart-searching, full of des- 
pair, yet not without hope. ‘“ Father,” she 
went on breathlessly, ‘must I give him up? 
He is innocent of all wrong—he has not sinned 
—the secret of his birth is unknown save to us; 
all these years no whisper of it has been heard; 
surely we should have known if it had been so! 
Why should Hugh suffer when he has not 
sinned?” 

** Not sinned,” her father echoed, looked down 
at her—‘‘not sinned! Has he not deceived 
us?” 


**He!” she exclaimed, a smile curving her | 


lips for a moment and lighting up her pallid 
face. ‘* Oh, father, do you know him so little? 
He is ignorant of this terrible thing of which 
you have told me. If it were otherwise, if he 
were so base a traitor, do you think I should 
love him so well? He is ignorant—as ignorant 
as you were, as [ was, a few hours since?’ And 
he is innocent. Why should he suffer? Dearest 
father, I have promised—oh, yes, I have prom- 
ised—but have pity on me! Remember that 


not only will he suffer, but my heart will be | 


broken! ” 


Shesank upon her knees before him; she knew | 
her prayer was hopeless; she felt it soin the | 


depths of her breaking heart ; but she felt that 


she must make one despairing passionate effort | 


before she sacrificed Hugh and herself. The 
grasp of her little hand upon his arm was so 
strong that it almost hurt the old man as she 
cowered at his feet, only her eyes with their 
look of wild appeal giving an appearance of life 
to her death-like face. 

** What would you have medo?” asked Sir 
Humphrey hoarsely. 

**T would have you give me back my prom. 
ise,” she moaned. ‘Oh, father, there can be 
no public disgrace! No one knows, and we 
love each other so well!” 


**Is shame only that which is known to the | 


world?” he asked bitterly. ‘*Could you be 
happy, Stanley, knowing that you had brought 
a tarnished name into our family annals?” 

*No one would know,” she’ whispered 
hoarsely. 

‘** You would know,” the old man answered 
almost roughly; ‘‘and I should know; and I 
should feel as if my honored ancestors would 
rise ia their grave and strike me for the stain [ 
should have brought upon our house!” 

An oppressive silence followed. She knew 
that he spoke from his heart; she knew too 
that she shrank and trembled at the thought 
of doing anything that would sully their name; 
yet she knew that, if she gave up Hugh Cam- 
eron, she would give upall chance of happiness 
in the life which was before her. 

‘* Father,” she moaned, *‘ have pity!" 

But the tears in the old man’s eyes were the 
only answer she received. Her head drooped ; 
her hands loosel their hold; she sank at his 
feet as if a bullet had pierced her heart. 

He looked at her with infinite pity and yearn. 
ing in his dim eyes; and, as he looked, his face 
grew dark with wrath against this fate which 
had overtaken her. And yet how could he 
yield to her prayer? How could he be false to 
all the traditions he had held so long? As he 
looked down upon her, a sudden impulse 
seemed to move him. 

“Stanley,” he said brokenly, “I am an old 
man—life cannot last much longer for me now. 
Wait until the grave has closed over me, and 
then let it ba as you wili; but spare me during 
what re nains to me of life. Keep your word 
until then, and ——” 

She rose slowly to her feet, trembling in 
every limb; there was a strange gray pallor on 
her face; she “looked old, haggard, all her 


bitterest moment of anguish her life could | bright young beauty had faded. 


know, she 
escaping trom her terrible fate. To forgive. to 
Overiook dishonor was to be dishonorable, Sir 
Humphrey had taught her. If her heart broke, 
she must be loyal to her creed and his, 


never thought of any means of | 


| 
| 


| 


| 


“ 'Tnose are cruel words!” she interposed, in 
astrange tone. ‘ ! have never failed in obedi- 
ence to you yet—I will not fail younow. I will 
keep my word to you, father; but, ia doing so, 
I must bea false to him.” 


NIGHT, 








She moved unsteadily towards the door. | 


The clock on the mantlepiece was striking 
twelve ; the house was very still. 

“Stanley, my child!” cried Sir Humphrey, 
following her. 


But she put out her hand as if to keep him | 


from her. 
‘* To-morrow,” she said faintly—‘* to-morrow, 


father, we will arrange ali—I can bear no more | 


to-night—to morrow.” 
She pushed aside the heavy velvet portiere, 


opened the door noiselessly, and like a ghost, | 


glided out into the hall ; and the sombre folds 
of velvet fell, shutting out the white figure 
from the anxious eyes which followed it. 


(To be Continued.) 
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Art in Dress. 


sack is perfectly correct for *‘ stag” parties. 
Taylor & Co., Art Tailors, 89 Yonge street. 
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A Valuable Assistant, 








Mr. Oliver Whittier Lowell—I sent a poem 
here yesterday, and I've called for a check. 

Our Wide-awake Office Boy—I’m sorry, sir ; 
but Mr. Williams, our manuscript-reader, is at 
lunch. Can you call again ?— Puck. 









“FOLDING BEDS‘ 
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Par-; 
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and Offices. 





CLOSED 


It may be draped to suit any style of apartment in whict 
it is placed, and made an admirable auxiliary to its fural 


ture. H. P. DAVIES & CO., 22 Church Street. 


] ¥ - STEAM LAUNDRY 
42 Richmond Street West 


GENTS’ WASHING OUR SPECIALTY 


Delivery to all parts of the city. 





St. Charles Restaura 


LUNCHEON AND DINING ROOMS 
70 YONGE STREET 


Next door to Dominion Bank 





Lunch Counter for Gentlemen on the 
round floor. Fi-est Bar in Canada. 
hoice Stock of Liquors and Cigars 
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WHY NOT!!! 


certain in their action. 


Headaches. 


They are an honest medicine for whioh 
only honest straightforward statements 


are made, 


success; the chief reason is found in 
remedy itself. 


short a period of time. 


ache Powders with the best results. 
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The peaked lapel and the shawl collar ‘‘swal. | 
low tail” are the only coats that can be proper. | 
ly worn for evening dress, though the dress | 
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CURE."HEADACHE 


PRICE 25 CENTS PER BOX, CONTAINING 6 POWDERS 
OR 5 BOXES $1.00—-FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 


HARMLESS PEADACHE PoownERs 





The following cuts of man’s head with demon ( Headache ) sawing at nerves 
is our trade-mark registered and hereafter will appear on every box powders. 

We are now distributing from houseto house in Toronto 100,000sample pack- 
ages giving one and all an opportunity to test their merits. 
only because we know their value demonstrate: 
3ons suffering from Headache of any 
There is no reason, for Hoffman's Harmless Headache 
Powders are a simple and effective cure for all head- 
ache, casy to take, give almost instant relief and are Perfectly Harmless, contain- 
ing no Opium, Quinine, Antipyrine, Bromides or Narcotics and therefore do not 
disarrange the stomach, nauseate or cause any after ill effects and are prompt and 
They are not prepared, recommended, or advertised for 
a wide range of disorders, but simply for 


Though Hoffman’s Harmless Headache 
Powders have only been before the people 
one year, they have met with marvellous 


j itis merit that wins, and 
the fact that Hoffman’s Powders actually 
accomplish what is claimed for them, is 
what has caused their large sale in so 


They are not a Cathartic, and, asit often 
happens that persons suffering from 
Headache wish to move the bowels, we 
put up Hoffman’s Harmless Liver Pills, 
price 25 cents per bottle, which can be 
taken at the same time with the Head- 









| 
A Cruel Rejoinder. 
| Young Squiggs has sat for three minutes 
without saying a word. 

Miss Jones— W hat are you thinking about, 
| Mr. Squiggs? 
| Mr. 8. (rallying)—Oh, thinking of nothing in 
| particular, 

Miss J.—Do you often think of yourself? 
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PATENTS 


Caveats and Re-isues secured, Trade-Marks registered, 


the Courts promptly and carefully prosecuted. 

| Upon receipt of model or sketch of invention, I make 

| careful examination, and advise as to patertability free 

| of charge. 

| With my offices directly across 

| and being in personal attendance there it is apparent that 
I have superior facilities for making prompt preliminary 

| searches, for the more vigorous and successful prosecution 

of applic stions for patent, and for atsending to all business 

entrusted to my care, in the shortest possible time. 
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and all other patent cause- in the Patent Office and before 
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JOHN FLETCHER 


IRON AND STEEL WORK 
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ROoOFsS, GIRDERS, BEA™M,B, 
STAIRS, CoLuUMN®S 


AND ALL KINDS OF IRON WORK FOR BUILDING PURPOSEA 





Office: 680 Yonge Street, Toronto 
BARRETT & Co. : 


Real Estate and Commercial Exchange 
TELEPHONE 897 


18 Yonge St. Arcade Toronto, Ont. 
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| FEES MODERATE, and exclusive attention given to paris 
| pate nt business. Information, advice and special refer- For al! kinds of Flat Roofs. 
j ences sent on request. 
| h 2. keeven. ASPHALT PAVING 
{ Solicitor and Attorney in Patent Causes, Fc r Cellar Bottoms, Sidewalks, Breweries, Stat les, etc., ete. 
! 2 Washington, BD. €, Estimates given for all parts of Ontario. 
| (Mention this Paper.) Opposite the U. 8. Patent Office 10 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO. 
9 PROF. DAVIDSON 
Late of 71 Yorge Street 
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| 
| To Room 1 
? 39 KING STREET WEST 
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| 
| czema ebility 
Is more commonly known as Salt-Rheum. | Languor, and Loss of Appetite, are cu 
| It is caused by impure blood, is acecome| by the use of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. 3 
pained with intense itching and burning} medicine relieves that sense of ( it 
. . | * . . . 
sensations, and, unless properly treated, is} Weariness, from which so many suffer, 
likely to afflict its victim for years. If you! purifies, invigorates, and vitalizes the 
i are suffering from Eczema, or any other} blood, gives tone and vigor to the 
eruptive disease, take Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. | stomach, and restores the appetite, health 
It has proved, in numberless instances, aj and strength more surely and speedily 
complete cure for this disorder. than any other remedy. 
| Entirely Cured. Positive Proof 
| A few weeks ago I was attacked with a| | Two years ago I suffered from Loss of 
| severe and distressing form of Eezema,| Appetite and Debility, the resu Liver 
The eruptions spread very generally over | Disease. After having tried various reme 
my body, causing an intense itching and | edies, and several physicians, without re- 
| burning sensation, especially at night. | ceiving any be ue tit. 1 begun t 
{ With great faith in the virtues of Ayer’s | Sarsaparilla. The first bottle pros 
Sarsaparilla, | commenced taking it, and, | marked change, and the second and ¢ 
after having used less than two bottles of | accomplished so much that I like ¢ 
this medicine, am entirely cured. — Henry | new man. I have, since that time, taken 
K. Beardsley, of the Hope “Nine,” West | about one bottle every year, and had no 
Philadelphia, Pa. }recurrence of the trouble. — William E 
i Wav. Fas pster a 
I was, for years, troubled with Salt- sais idemiaadinian bs = . 
| Rheum, which, during the winter months, If any one suffering from General De- 
caused my hands to become very sore, | bility, Want of Appetite, Depression of 
crack open, and bleed. The use of Spirits, and Lassitude will use AYE rs Sare 
Ayer’s Sar rill 
yer’s Sar saparilla, 
saparilla has entirely cured me of this | Tam confident a cure will result therefrom. 
troublesome humor.— Ellen Ashworth, | I have used it, and speak from experie 
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{by thesample will makeall per- 
kind regular purchasers. 






the 






q 
PEMaNs 
SADACHE 
PRiog .  WOERS 
E25 crs.peR BOX 


“T am a great sufferer from N 






greatest medicine I 
e& Co). 


Headache. Shall keep them by me. 


want to be without them. 


“Having used your Hoffman’s Powders they are as recommended. I have been 
troubled a great deal with Headache and your powders are the only medicine 
that has done me any good. Enclosed find $1.00; send me four boxes as I don t 


Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. | Sold by Druggists. 





I have within the past two days bought two boxe 
“Gust J. Feperman, Book-keeper for Stone Bros. 
68 Merwin Street, Cleveland, O., U. S. A.” 





;ence.—F. O. Loring, Brockton, Mass. 


Price $1; six bottlee, $5. 





“The best thing of the kind that I 
have ever tried, are your Hoffman’s 
Harmless Headache Powders. 
sung the praises of your powders here 
to such an 
anxious to try them 
tainly do all you claim for them. 


I have 


that very many are 
The powders cer- 


exten! 


“ JoHN CLEVELAND, 
Hampton, Conn., U. 8S. A.” 


“Enclosed please find 25 cents ; send 
me box Hoffman’s Headache Powders. 
I got a sample on the street and found it 
a sure oure for Headache. 


“ Byron Hvutcuison, 
18 Foot St., Auburn, N. Y. 
V.8 2 





ervous Headaches ané after tryingsample found 


on my doorsteps I was entirely relieved like magic from my illness. Tt is the 
ever tried? it works promptly and with astonishing effect, 


sat our druggist (Strong Cobb 


“Have tried your Hoffman’s Powders and found great relief from a Nervous 


“'T. Owen, 671 King Street, W. Toronto, Ont.” 


“Mrs. A. S. M. Laurin, East Templeton, Que.” 





“Please send me two boxes Hofiman’s Powders ; I find them a perfeot oure. ‘ 
“Mrs. Huan Saaw, Hallville P. O., Ont, 


Over 15,000 Boxes Used Without a Single Complaint. 
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Marsland & Kennedy 


313 KING ST. WEST 
GROCERS 








FAMILY 


Orders called for at residences if so desired. 





ARAND TRUNK RAILWAY 
The Old and Popular Rail Route to 


MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO 


And all Principal Points in 


GANADA AND THE UNITED STATES | 


It is positively the only line from Toronto running the 
celebrated Pullman’s Palace Sleeping, Buffet and Parlor 
Oars, electric lighted. Speed, safety, civility. 

For fares, time tables, tickets and reliable information 
apply at the city ticket offices. 

P. J. SLATTER, City Passenger Agent, 
Corner King and Yonge streets and 20 York street, Toronto. 

Telephone Nos. 434 and 435. 


7 WINTER TOURS : 


Bermuda, Nassau, Florida, Jamaica, 
Cuba, California, Britis Colum- 
bia, Colorado, Texas 
A. F. WEBSTER, 58 Yonge St. 


WHALEY, ROYCE & C0, 
MUSIC DEALERS 


158 Yonge St , Toronto 


MANUFACTURERS OF THE 


“TMPERIAL” —CORNETS 


The best in the world, as used by 
MESSRS. CLARKE and BAUGH 
Canada’s greatest cornet soloist and 
endorsed by JULES LEVY. 
Everything in the music line and 
at the right prices. All the latest 
publications in stock. Publishers ot j 
the Canadian Musician. 






FRANK L. SANAGAN & CO. 
THE NOBBY TAILORS 


241 YONGE STREET 








HIGH CLASS PORTRAITS 


Oils, Water Color and Crayon | 
WEST END ARTSTUDIO | 
3754 Spadina Avenue, Toronto 

Mrs. A. S. Davier, Miss M, E. Bryans, Artistes | 
Opal and Ivorine Portraits a Specialty 


Instructions given in portraits and decorative art on 
satin and glass. For specimens, terms, etc., call at 
above address. 


J. W. L. FORSTER ART | 
: PORTRAITS 
Studio - _ 81 King St. East 


McCAUSLAND & SON'S | 
WALL PAPER — 


IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VAR ETY AND BEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADES AND PRICES } 


76 KING STREET; WEST 
TORONTO 


Trunks and Valises: 
SATCHELS and PURSES 


Best Goods. Lowest FPrices 


Cc. C. POMEROY 


49 King Street West 


TORONTO | 


_—— — 
55 CENTS 

The small purchase amounting to 55c.— 
fifty-five centa, for which a numbered re- 
ceipt or voucher is given, may win the 
prize of the watch worth one thousand 
dollars— $1000. Americans as well as Cana- 
dians will please note the fact. This said 
watch is the finest in America as a mechani- 
cal work of art. Send for circulars. 


RUSSELL’S 


9 King Street West, Toronto 
CANDY 
By MAIL AND EXPRESS 


IN 


2 lb., 4 lb. and 5 lb. Boxes 


FROM 25c. TO 60c. PER LB. 


These are all hand-made goods and fresh every day. 


HARRY WEBB, 477 Yonge St. 


TORONTO 


fas. Cox & SON 


83 Yonge Street 


“ASTRY COOKS AND CONFECTIONERS | 


BRITISH AMERICAN DYEING CO. 
Gold Medalist Dyers and Cleaners 


| 
We make a specialty of the finer grades of work, such as 
Silks, Velvete, Piushes, “Damask, Rep or Brocatelle Cur- | 
tains, Table Covers, &c. Ladies’ avd Gent's wearing ap- | 
parel cleaned by our new chemical procese, which prevents | 
shrinking. | 
90 King Street East. } 
BRANCHES~515 Queen Street West, 258 and 750 Queen | 
Street East, 457 Pariiament Streer, and 5632 Yenge Street. 
TELEPHONE, 1990. 
Parcels sent for and delivered to all parte of the city. 


BOOTS 


the best American and Canadian makes. 





Our Laocies’ $3.00 Button Boot, Dongola Kid, is 


Passed. 
| Gentlemen's Sporting Shoese—all kinds. 


TORON1O SATURDAY 


FOR CHRISTMAS AND NEW YEAR’S 
PRESENTS 
Micklethwaite’s Fine Crayon Portraits 


Prize Award at Toronto Industrial, 1889 
Gallery cor. King and Jarvis Sts., Toronto 
likeness 


$20 Crayon and Frame for $10. Satisfactory 


guaranteed. 


J. FRASER BRYCE + 


PHOTOGRAPHER 
- TORONTO 


107 King St. West _ 

SG UNBEAMS 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 

116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


Photographs of all sizes: s 
Sunbeams $1 per doz. 


MEDLAND & JONES 


Agente Scottish Union, Norwich Union, Accident Insurance. 
®Mce—Mail Building, Toronto. Telephone 1067 


| JOHN P. MILL 


SELLS THE 


BEST $5 SILVER WATCH IN THE CITY 


| 4453 Yonge Street, opp. College Ave., Toronto. 








THE “JEWEL” RESTAURANT 
Jordan Street 
This favorite restaurant of Toronto’s business men has 
recently been enlarged and refitted throughout. 
Reading and smoking rooms. 
HENRY MORGAN - -___ Proprietor 
- M. McCONNELL - 


46 and 48 King Street East. 


Commendador Port Wine in cases and bulk. Family 
trade a specialty. Agent for the celebrated Moet and Chan- 
don ‘White Seal,” George Gourlet and other leading brands 
of Cham e. Over half a million imported cigars always 





in stock. rade supplied at bottom prices. 
FOR OYSTERS ‘vikginia styce. 


CALL AT 
JAKE’S VIRGINIA RESTAURANT 
DOORS NEVER CLOSED 

Grand Opera House Building. 


Grand Opera Sample Room 


The choicest lines of WINES, LIQUORS AND CIGARS. 
FIRST-CLASS RESTAURANT in connection, 


D. SMALL, Proprietor. 


DON’T TAKE UP YOUR CARPETS 


We have removed to 509} Yonge Street, to more commo- 
dious premises, where we are prepared to fill all orders for 
cleaning carpets without taking them up. We also take 
up and relay carpets where it is necessary. Toronto 
Carpet and Plush Ken. Co. 


Tel. 2060 











NIGHT. 
IF, H. SEFTON |E® = FARRINGER 


DENTIST 


172 Y¥ 8t t d to 
onge TH, nex or ba R. Simpson’s 
OFFICE HOURS—8 A.M. TO 9 P.M 
GOMETHING NEW IN DENTISTRY 


Dr. Land’s Porcelain Fillings, Crowns and Sections. 
Also Continuous Gum Sets. All operations kn>wn to 
modern dentistry practiced. 


CHAS. P. LENNOX 
Yonge Street Arcade - ~ 
a Telephone 1846 


EETH WITH OR 





Room B 





WITHOUT A PLATE 


Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 


extraction. Telephone 1476 


C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


C. V. SNELGROVE 


Dental Surgeon, 97 Carlton St., Toronto 





New Process—Porcelain Fillings and Porcelain Crowns 
a specialty. 
Telephone 3031 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
. DENTIST 
Corner College and Yonge Streets 


Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 









HAVE YOU 


USED 








PEAR 








LOST 


All tenderness and soreness of the feet since we have been 


buying our 


AND SHOES 


From that old reliable house cf 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 


AMERICAN GOODS A SPECIALTY 


87 and 89 King St East, Toronto 





WE INVITE YOU TO INSPECT OUR 


stock of Boots and Shoes for fail wear, consisting of | 
328 Yonge St. 


HE OLD RELIABLE GOLDEN BOOT | 
LADIES’ AND GENTLEMEN’S 


unsur- | 


Ladies’ Walking Shoes—Stjlish, Cheap, Good. 


M. WEST & CO., 246 Yonge Street. 


| a specialty. 
| Forms. 


|MISS CHUBB, 426 1-2 Yonge St 


The Home Savings & Loan Co.(Limited) 


OFFICE No. 72 CHURCH ST., TORONTO. 
Deposits received, small and large sums. Interest at 
highest current rates allowed. 


Hox. FRANK Situ, 
President. 


MISSES PATON & GOULD | 
Modistes and Fashionable Dressmakers 


James MAson, 
Manager 





Rooms in R, Walker & Sons’ Golden Lion. 





Ladies waited on at their own residences. 


FRENCH MILLINERY EMPORIUM 


63 King St. West (Opp. Mail Office, first floor) 
We will be prepared on and after the 23rd i 1st. to show 
our Fall and Winter importations in Trimmed and Un- 
trimmed Millinery. Customers can be assured of procuring 
the greatest variety in these lines. MMS. A. BLACK, 
Mgr. (Formerly of No. 1 Rossin House Block). 





M ISS PLUMMER 


MODISTE: 


57 GLOUCESTER STREET 
"THE DRESSMAKERS’ 
MAGIC SCALE 


For cutting Dresses and Mantles. Perfect-fitting SLEEVE 


CORSETS made to crder. Perfect fit guaranteed. 


JUST SOUTH OF COLLEGE, 


CANADIAN SECRET SERVICE 


Under Government Patronage. Ilead Offices, Temple 
Building, Montreal. 

Legitimate detective work done at reasonable rates and 

perf. rmed in an honorable manner, Nothing done that in 


| any way interferes with the marital relations. 


JOHN A. GROSK, 


Box 1999, Montreal Manager. | 


“LESSONS IN PHRENOLOGY | 
Examinations, Ora or Written. 
MRS. MENDON, 238 McCaul Street. 


14 Carlton St. - 


We beg to say that we are in a position to supply all the 


25 to 50 Per Cent. Less 


THE ROSSIN HOUSE NEWS DEPOT 


“THE ASSOCIATED ARTISTS’ 


ROOMS M AND N YONGE ST. ARCADE 


EDUCAT 


HALL'S BAZAAR and other wire Dress | and all commercial branches, 


Canadian Business University 


Plants. 
leas Dutch Bulbs, etc. 


hall oS 


a Ds 





R G. TROTTER 
} Surgeon Dentist 
Toronto 


Office hours—9 a.m. to 5 p.m., 7 to 10 p.m. 


MUSIC 





Latest and Most Popular Music 


AT FROM 


than publishers’ regular prices. 


F. W. NYE & CO. 


137 King St. West 


SCHOOL OF ART AND DESIGN 


Will Re-open September 16 
Classes in Antique, Painting, Life, &o. 


your sons and daughters | 
in Shorthand, T, pewriting, 
Bookkeeping, Penmanship, 





PUBLIC LIBRARY BU'!LDING 
TORONTO 
THOS. BENGOUGH, Pre ident 


H. Si-IGHT, 


The very Finest Roses and Decorative 
Importer ot Exotic Palms, Aza- 





TEACHER OF 
Piano, Violin, Cornet & Orchest: al Instruments 


will accept engagements as Cornet Soloist for Concerts and 
Entertainments. Apply to or address 
58 


Homewood Avenue 
M. FIELD 


* FROM LEIPZIG AND FRANKFORT 
Piano Virtuoso 
105 Gloucester Street & Toronto ollege of Musi 
Will accept engagements for Concerts, and will also take 
Pupils in Piano Theory and Instrumentation. 





H GUEST COLLINS 


Organist and Choirmaster St. Philip’s Church, Choirmaster 
St. Matthew's Church, Inst: uctor of Music at Knox 
College, &c, 

Crgan, Piano, Voice and Theory 
____21 Carlton Street__ 

M® E, W. SCHUCH 


Choirmaster Chu ch of the Redeemer, Conductor Univer- 
sity Glee Club, has resumed instruction in 


Voice Culture and Expression in Singing 
At his residence, 
38 Avenue Street (College Avenue). 





HARMONY BY CORRESPONDENCE 
To accommodate those living at a distance 
Mr. THOS. SINGLETON, Port Hope, Ont., 
Will; ive lessons in harmony as above ano prepare candi- 
dates for examinations in Music at Trinity Co lege and the 
Toronto Conservatory of Music. All Mr. Singleton’s pupils 
who have taken the Trinity examinations have been suc- 
cessful. Reference—Mr. Arthur E. Fisher, Mus. Bac. and 
A.C.O. (Es g.), Toronto. 


ENRI DE BESSE 
Formerly Professor at New York Conservatories o 
Music, will receive pupils for 


Violin or Pianoforte 


Paris and Stut‘gart Conservatory Method 
129 Bioor Street Eest 


Me J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Churca and Musica 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


Organ, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 
(LATE OF THE ROYAL 


A. S. VO Conservatoire, Leipzig, 
Baptist 


Germany) Organist and Choirmaster Jarvis St. 
Church, Toronto, teacher of 


Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 305 Jarvis Street 


IGNOR ED. RUBINI 
Late principal Professor of Singing at the London 
Academy of Music, London, Eng, also for some years 
Maestro al Piano at the Italian Opera, Paris, France. 
ae prepared for the concert and lyric stage. For terms 
and particu’ars apply to A. & S. NORDHEIMER, King 
SIGNOR RUBINI, 
105 Gercard Street, roronto. 











Street, or 


ONTARIO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 
150 Carlton St., opp. the Horticultural Gardens 
Toronto 
This is a Private School, patronized by the best familie 


in the city. 
CHARLES FARRINGER 
who has had charge of the school for 
The Past Five Yeare 
is a German, educated in his native country, and has had 


Thirty Years of Experience 
as a Teacher cf Music in the U. S. A. end Canada. 
Thorough instruction in every branch of music from the 
lowest to the highest grade. For terms, etc., address— 
CHARLES FARRINGER, 150 Carlton St. 











OLLEGE OF MUSIC 
Thorough Instruction in All Branches 
F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director. 








Rcurporated Hon, 4. W.ALLAD 
1886 TORONTO feu 
Vv OF MUSic d 

OVER 1,000 PUPILS LAST TWO YEARS. 

i nS 
All branches taught : Instrumental and Voeal 

Music, Oratofio and Church Music. [iocution, 

Languages, ete. SCHOLARSHIPS, CERTIFICATES 

and DIpLomMasS granted. Free Theory and 

Violin Classes, Frem coneerts, recitals and lee- 

tures. Organ students can practice and have 

lessons on magnificent new iustrument built 
especially for Conservatory. Pupils may enter 
atany time. Send for new &5-;. pe Calendar. 

Address EDWARD FISHER, Musie: Director, 


Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue. 


BRITISH AMERICAN 
















Yonce St 
TORONTO, 







and most reli- 
able of its kind 
in the Dominion, 
All subjects pertain- 
s toa business educa 
tion thoroughly taught by 
able and experien 















ad teachers, 


+ OCDE A, Secretary. 





BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL 
FOR JUNIOR BOYS 
137 and 139 Simcoe Street, Torcn o. Established 1866. 
W. Maaiu : Principal. 

The attention of parents ard guardians is respectfully 
directed to the fact that a ccmfcrtable home with home 
training is given to scme six or eight pupil toarders (under 
12 years). Application to be made to the Principal. 


THOMAS MOFFATT 
FINE ORDERED BOOTS AND SHOES 


A good fit guaranteed, prices moderate, strictly first-class 


186 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 
THIRD DOOR SORTH OF ALBERT HALI. 


AN EXPERIENCED TUTOR- English 
Publ c School man. Prepares Loys for en) rance 
scholarships at the English Public Schcols ; alio for Univer- 
sity Matriculation Addrees lL. ROsS-WETELERMAN, 31 
Portland Street. Toronto 

Rererences—The Lord Bishop of Toronto, Sir Daniel 
Wilson, the Provost of Trinity, Elmes Henderson, Eeq., 
Dr. Temple, Mr. Justice Street 





It Makes all the Difference. 


Mrs. Parvenu (taking card from servant)— 
W ha’ is the occupation of this fellow who calls 


upon you twice a week? 


The Sweet Child—I believe he is an author. 
Mrs. P. (severely, to servant)—Say that Miss 


FLORIST, 407 YONGE STREET | Margery is not at home. 


T. S. C. (correcting)—I mean a publisher. 
Mrs. P.—Hurry down stairs, my sweet child. 


I have longed to have a literary man in the 
family. 
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TORONTO SATURDAY 


NIGHT. 11 








Out of Town. 


BARRIE, 


On Wednesday evening, November 6, Mrs. 
Quite a 
number were present and enjoyed the mazy 
Mrs. McCarthy 
wore a handsome Nile green silk, with white 
jet, and was assisted in receiving her guests by 


Jeffry McCarthy gave an At Home. 


dance until the small hours. 


her sister, Miss Brydon, who wore a becomin 
terra cotta costumé. Those whom I notice 


were Captain and Mrs. Whish ; Miss Hewett, 
Miss Horusby, 

eliotrope brocaded velvet, with grenadine of 
the same shade ; the Misses Foster, white china 


pink and cream lace; 


silk ; the Misses Mason, old gold brocaded silk 


trimmed with cream pearls; Miss Reiner, pale 


biue embroidered with marguerites ; Miss Cot- 
ter, black lace, yellow silk sash; Miss Baker, 
brown lace over silk of the same shade; Miss 
Helen Bird, pale pink with pearls; Miss Stew- 
art, pink with white lace; Miss Spry, pink with 
garnet plush trimmings; Miss T, Mason, Rud 
digore brocade and lace; Miss Holmes, creme 
with pink trimmings; Miss J. Forsyth, black 
velvet; Miss N. Baker, Nile green with plush 
trimmings; Miss Jackson, electric blue; Messrs, 
F. Hornsby, E. Mitchell, W. Campbell, H. Kort- 
right, Geo. Esten, T. R. Boys, L. McCarthy, 
Geo. Fraser, C. Fitton of Orillia, H. McVicttie, 
F. H. Lauder, W. B. Spry, R. C. Gillett, T. 
Baker, J. F. Fairbairn, W. A. Ross, M.D.; A. 
Dyment. H. Thompson. M.D.; T. R. Ferguson, 
A. E. Giles, A. Creswicke, Coffee, and F. 
Stevenson. This was one of the most successful 
At Homes, in every respect, which has been 
given for some time. 

Mrs. Dickinson of Cartron entertained a few 
— to dinner on Friday evening, Novem- 

r 8. 

Last week Mrs. Thomson of John street gave 
a small evening party; about thirty young 
people were present and spent a most delight 
fultime. The early pari of the evening whist 
and other games were played. After supper 
dancing was indulged in for a few hours. 

Mrs. Wm. Ardagh and Miss Ardagh of Win- 
nipeg intend spending the winter in Barrie and 
will reside at The Hill. 

A very gay evening was spent last [uesda 
at Rath wood, the residence of Mr, Allan Lloyd, 
when an impromptu dance was given by Mrs. 
Lloyd for some friends. Those present were: 
Mr. and Mrs. J. Sanford, Mr. and Mrs, L. 
Beatty, Mrs. Schreiber, Miss Brydon, Mr. T, R. 
and Miss Boys, the Misses Bird, Miss Hunt of 
Pailadelphia, Miss Reiner, Mr. Lauder, Mr. 
Mitchell, the Misses Mason, Mr. H. McVittie, 
Mc. Essen, the Misses Baker, Mr. B. Schreiber, 
Mr. F. Hornsby, Mr. Fairbairn, the Misses For- 

syth, Mr. F. Stevenson, Mr. A. Boys, Miss Jack 
son, Mr. A. Dyment, Mr. W. Campbell, Miss 
Crowe of Chatham, Miss Holmes, Miss F. Hen- 
derson. Mr. Giles and others, 

Mr. D. Farmer spent a day in town last week 
wich relatives, OCULAIRE, 


OTTAWA, 

There wasa dinner party at Earnscliffe, the 
residence of the Premier, on Thursday evening 
last, at which several of the Ministers of the 
Crown and their wives were present, together 
with Mr. and Mrs. W. A. Allan, Mr, and Mrs, 
Collingwood Schreiber, Miss Stewart and Miss 
Macpherson. 

Friday evening last was the occasion of a ball 
given by Mrs. Walker Powell of Friel stree’. 
There were about one hundred guests only, 
there being a counter attraction in the shape 
of am iteur theatricals at Harmony Hall. This 
was the first ball of the season. 

Oa Wednesday afternoon last Miss Jessie 
Gordon gave a five o'clock tea to a few of her 
particular friends, 

Tuesday evening last the hospitality of Sir 
Adoiphe and Lady Caron was partaken of at an 
eight o’clock dinner. Among those present 
were Mr. and Mrs. C. H. Mackintosh and Miss 
Mackintosh. 

The bail that is to be given in the new hall 
of the Amateur Athletic;Association’s building 
on Maria street, is being looked forward to 


eagerly. About five hundred invitations have 
been issued. The event is to take place No- 
vember 28. 


BRANTFORD, 


Among the social events of the season was 
the murriage ot Miss Kate Sidway Wilkes, 
eldest dauznter of Mr. Geo. H. Wilkes, to Mr. 
T. Harry Whitehead, which took place on 
Wednesday afternoon, November 6, at Grace 
Church. The chancel was prettily decorated 
with palms and chrysanthemums, and above 
the chancel steps hung a huge bell of crimson 
barberries. During the entire ceremony soft 
strains of music from the organ added a charm- 
ing effect to the scene. Messrs. Fred J. Camp- 
bell of Toronto and Curran Hardy of Brantford 
acted as ushers. At half-past three Mr. White- 
heat, attended by Mr. W. J. Fiury of Orillia, 
took his place, and the bride, preceded by her 
five bridesmaids, entered leaning on her 
father’s arm. She wore an exquisite dress of 
white brocade with court train, trimmed with 
creps dechine and white roses; the veil of 
white tulle was fastened with white roses, and 
she carried a bouquet of the same fragrant 
flowers. A more beautiful bride has never 
been seen in this handsome old church. 
Toe bridesmaids, Misses Haycock and May 
Bannett*and the three young sisters of the 
bride, Misses Edna, Helen and Jessie Wilkes, 
were attired in handsome dresses of cream silk, 
their short veils being fastened with pink roses 
and they each carried large bouquets of pink 
rose3 tied with long pink ribbons, After the 
ceremony & reception was held at the residence 
of the bride’s father on Chatham street. 
Amongst the guests were Mr. and Mrs, L. T. 
Woitehead, Mr. and Mrs. James Wilkes, Miss 
Wilkes, Mr. and Mrs. A. J. Wilkes, Mr. and 
Mrs. F. T. Wilkes, Capt. and Mrs. W. A. 
Wilkes, Hon. A. S. Hardy and Miss Hardy, 
Mrs. J. C. Nelles, Miss Nita Nelles, Mr. and 
Mis. Geo. Hately, Mrs. and Miss Bennett, Mre. 
and Miss Kate Haycock, Mr. and Mrs, F. J, 
Bishop, Mr. and Mrs. Bishop, Mr. and Mrs. H, 
McK Wilson, Mr. E. L. and the Misses Goold, 
Mrs. Henry, Miss Greer, Mr. and Mrs. Frank 
Cockshutt, Mr. and Mrs. John Wallace, Mr. 
James Wallace, Miss Christie, Mr. J. G. Mor- 
ton, Mr. and Mrs. (. E. Blackader, Miss Ross, 
Mr. and Mrs. J. K. Osborne, Mr. and Mrs. Jos, 
Ssratford, Mr. and Mrs. Jeffrey Hale, the 
Misses Cockshutt, Mr. G. H. Muirhead, Miss 
Leonard, Mr. and Mrs. A. Robertson, Miss 
Pike, Mr. and Mrs. Geo. Ridout, Miss Fisken 
of Toronto, Mrs. Cormack of Cardinal, Miss 
Guthrie of Guelph, Miss Duncan of Oscoda, 
Mich., Miss Band of Paris, Miss Poussette 
of Sarnia. The drawing-rooms were beauti- 
fully decorated with palms and flowers, 
and with the handsome costumes of the 
Jadies, formed a brilliant as well as happy 
scene, The groom's presents to the brides- 
maids were gold bracelets set with pearls, 
and pretty pins also set with pearls to the 
little maids. Mr. and Mrs. Whitehead left 
on the evening train for a trip which includes 
New York, Washington and Montreal, and the 
good wishes of their many friends accompany 
them. Inthe evening Mrs. Whitehead gave a 
delightful party, at which only the wedding 
guests were present. 





BELLEVILLE. 

The following items were left over from last 
week : 

Mrs. C. Kelso of Halleck, Minn., is in the city 
visiting at Dr. Willson’s. Mrs. Kelso looks as 
though the Far West agrees with her. 

Mes. and Miss Starling, also Mrs. T. Lazier, 
have returned from their trip West. 

Mr. J. L. Biggar devotes his leisure to photo 
graphy, and has developed quite a talent for 
that art. It is proposed to form an amateur 
photographic club of ladies and gentlemen here. 

The entertainment, The Feast of Days, given 
by the ladies o: St. Andrew’s congregation was 
a@ great success financially and otherwise. The 
six booths, representing the davs of the week, 
were beautifally and artistically arranged. The 
tesa table was laid in the officers’ mess room 
with ali the taste and elegance of a retined 
home. The picture gallery was the greatest 
point of attraction, The pictures had not only 













































SPECIAL ENGAGEMENT! 


NIGHTS @ NIGHTS 8 NIGHTS 


SATURDAY MATINEE 


THE DISTINGUISHED ACTRESS 


FANNY DAVENPORT 


IN VICTORIEN SARDOU'S MASTERPIECE 
FAREWELL 


rerewerl LL A TOSCA 


A Carefally Selected Company in Support, seaded by MELBOURNE McDOWELL 
Production, by a G eat Artist, with a wealth of Rich Toilettes, and a correct en a—_ 


NO ADVANCE IN PRICES 


SALE OF SEATS OPENS TUESDAY. 


ACADEMY 





FAREWELL 






18th 


<The Suspect> 


A Thrilling Story of the French Revolution 


ONLY Thrilliag lean, Gorgeous Coetame 
MATINEE 
WEDNESDAY 


Special Ecenery 


Wines and Liguors for Medicinal Purposes 


We have on hand a full line of aged Whiskies, Wines, etc., foreign 
and domestic, for Medicinal Purposes. 


BASS’ and YOUNGER'S ALES" 


GUINNESS’ and YOUNGER'SS STOUT 
Val Blatz’ Celebrated Milwaukee Lager 


A FEW MORE CASES LEFT OF 
WALKER’S 1881 PURE RYE WHISKY 


FOR MEDICINAL PURPOSES, THE ONLY LOT IN THE CITY, 


A 
GRAND 
PRODUCTION 

















Just arrived IND, COOPE & CO.’S CELEBRATED ENGLISH ALES, in 
small p « kages (13 or 20 gals.) specially adapted for Private Families. Have 
your orders placed at once as we have only a few left unsold. 

Also from ROYAL HUNGARIAN WINE CELLARS the following brands of wines for 
medicinal purposes;, viz. :—Budai Voras, Seggar.i-Villanyi, Villanyi I., Helyesfai, Somoloi L, 
Tokaji Szamordiai, Tokay Asszo. 

Also, largest a:sortment of RHINE WINES in Canada, viz. :—Laubeohe!mer, Niersteiner, 
Rudesheimer, Hochheimer, Liebfraumilch, Johsnnisbe ger, Mosslbiumchsen, Bacharacher 
Risling, Sparkling Hock. a d Sparkling Moselle, all of which wil! be sold at wh dle3ale prices, 


A full line of PEARSON’S AERATED WATERS. 
Goods delivered to all parts of the city promptly. 


F. P. BRAZILL & CO. 


— 
Telephone 678. 165 KING STREET EAST, TORONTO 


SPECIALTY—CASES OF 12 BOITLES, ASSORTED LIQUORS, AT WHOLESALE PRICES 


Toronto Art Gallery 


171 KING 


The new Toronto Art Gallery will be opened on 








the merit of being life-like, but beautiful. Miss 
May Biggar, as Priscilla, was simply perfect. 
Miss Emily Biggar made an exceedingly pretty 

icture of ye maid of olden time. Miss Ella 
Saclean looked so well ina frame that it is a 
wonder the picture was not carried off. The 
different representations by the Misses Alice 
Bell, Pearson, Kelso, and Brownlee, also that 
of Mrs. Farley, and last, though not least, Mr. 
Malcolm Maclean, as a cavalier, made quite an 
impression. 


STREET WEST 





es 


FRIDAY EVENING, NOVEMBER 22 


at 8 p. m., with a 


Magnifiesnt Colleetion of Paintings 


Including several from this year’s Paris Salon, pictures 





—_—_—_—_ 


Ladies do you not know that Nonsuch Stove 
Polish is the only stove polish made that is free 
from dust. It is easy to shine, free from smell. 
Beware of worthless imitations. 

Mirror Stove Pipe Varnish is the best in use. 


No disagreeable odor froin it, Cn CEE, One 


A Loan Collection of 108 Paint'ngs 
From the N.Y. Society for the Promotion of Art 


MISS LAURA McMANIS 
The Celebrated Whistling Soloist, and the 











Wilkie Collins on Fallen Leaves. 





The following letter, recently published, was 


Thursday, Friday and Saturday, commencing Nov. 21 








FAREWELL 








FOUR NIGHTS 


especially painted for this exhibition by well-known Cana- 
| 





GRAND OPERA HOUSE} AMERICAN FAIR 


334 Yonge Street, opposite Gould 


Some of the momentary things with us are the “ Elsie Books” and the Pansy Books—pri 
44c, and 24c. respectively, The most popular Books of our gereration at our Popular aon 
both ola and young ought to read them. Also another purchase of $200 of Cimaies most pry 
lar work, ‘‘ Around the Tea Table,” 49c. These are books which cannot be bought in the Greta 
for less than three and four times the price we sell them for, and yet they have been sold b the 
hundred thousand there. No home should be without them. A few left of Kings of rit : 
less than one quarter their value. These cannot be duplicated for less than subscription ies 

We closed out stock of beautiful Glassware and sell it as follows: 7 Goblets 25¢e. worth 58 ‘ 
Pickle Vases, covered, 9c., worth 25c.; covered Berry Dishes on standards 10c. and 15e wedi 
25c. and 40c.; large open ones 12c., worth 55c.; covered Butters 10c., worth 25c.; 1-pint Pitchers 
7e., worth 20c., and the whole line at similar prices, Call for Price List of our great stock. 


WM. H. BENTLEY & CO. 


FINE SEAL GARMENTS 














In Uisters, Newmarkets, Dol- 
mans, Sacques, Walking Jackets, 
Capes, &c., &e., made from the 
finest Alaska {ealskins, London 
dye, now in stock at very mod- 
erate prices, considering the 
great advance in the price of 
Sealskin ; also several very 
handsome Fur Lined Circulars, 
very new designs. 


Sable and other 
stylish long Fur Boas with Muffs 
to match are shown in a variety 


Bearskin, 


of prices. 


Children’s Coats, 

Muffs, Capes, Hoods, Rugs, &c., 

_in all the new materials for the 
little ones. 


Furs in 


W. & D. DINEEN 


Cor. King and Yonge Sts. 


ry Sn. nae» 
hed 9) -etit.@ 


Cy 
4 











Musical and Floral Fete rae 








IN AID OF Miss Stevens 
THE PROTE3TANT ORPHANS’ HOME FASHIONABLE 
IN THE | MILLINER 


ACADEMY OF MUSIC 


Is now prepared to show 


her paterns A n and 
On Monday, November 25 Gansdibel ehadk al 
AT EIGHT O'CLOCK. Millinery, Feathers 





and Fancy Goods 


™ at most moderate prices. 
Wearers of good Millinery, 
etc., should pay an early 
visit. 

427 Note the address. 


ROYALJGRENADIERS' BAND 


TICKETS 50 CENTS 
At Nordheimer’s and Suckling's, also from Lady Managers. 


ST. PAUL’S 





| 
Music for the Promenade and Dancing by | 





= 
NEW CHURCH Bazaar’ ae sue eT 


WILL OPEN 


117 Yonge Street 
HAS JUST RECEIVED FROM EURUPE 
NEW PATTERN BONNETS AND HATS 
Mounts, Birds, French Feathers 


Flowers, Ribbons, Veilings 
&c. 


|'MONDAY, NOVEMBER 18 | 


At building lately occupied by 


MESSRS. HUGHES BROS., CORNER 
YONGE AND MELINDA STREETS 


WEDDING and BIRTHDAY PRESENTS 
Christmas and Holiday Gifts 


| ALBUMS, the most superb collection at bottom 
prices. 
ENGRAVINGS and ETCHINGS, the most 


recent and valuable publications. | 





INSPECTION 


7. I NV IT ED 
MISS PAYNTER 
Millinery Parlors 





one received by Mr. George Stewart, jr., now 
of the Quebec Chronicle, some ten or eleven 
vears since when he was editor of the Cana- 
dian Monthly. Mr. Stewart had the personal 
friendship of the lately deceased novelist. The 
letter refers to the story of Fallen Leaves, pub- 
lished in 1879. 


**Lonpon, Thursday, March 13, 1879. 

“My Dear Strewarr.—A line to thank you 
for the Canadian Monthly—which reaches me 
regularly—and to say that I enclose three more 
revises of The Fallen Leaves. in advance of the 
publication here on the 2nd, 9th and 16th April 
next. On February 13th I wrote to answer 
your letter—sending revise to the end of March, 
and asking for a line in reply to assure me that 
the business part of my communication was 
clearly understood between us, 

** You will find that the 16th weekly part in- 
troduces a new character, belonging to a class 
which some of my brethren are afraid to touch 
with the tips of their pens. She is, neverthe- 
less, the chief character in the story—and will 
_robably lead me into another novel in contin- 
uation of The Fallen Leaves. You will see (es- 
pecially when vou receive the revise of part 17, 
for April 23), that the character is so handled 
as to give no offence to any sensible persons, 
and that every line is of importance to thecom- 
ing development of the girl, placed amid new 
surroundings. Bur, perhaps, some of the ‘nice 
people with nasty ideas’ on your side of the 
ocean may raise objection. In this case, you 
are entirely at liberty to state as publiclv as you 
please (if you think it necessary) that my 
arrangement with you stipulates for the abso- 
lute literal reprinting of The Fallen Leaves 


Popular Orcnoestra f ihe Academy of Music | 
will render a number of pieces during the evening. 


ADMISSION 50 CENTS 


N.B.—Pictures will be received on Monday, 18th inst. 








from my revises, and that the gentle reader 
will have the story exactly as I have written it, 
or will not have the latter portions of the story 


| PORCELAINS and PANELS, in oil. 





A special | 
importation from France for the holiday trade | 
Patrons will find a rare assortment of high-class goods. 


S. H. SMITH 
Medical Building, 159 Bay Street, Toronto 


JOHN J. TONKIN 








atall. Idon't anticipate anv serious objections, 
On the contrary, I believe Simple Sally will be 
the most lovable personage in the story. But 
we have (as Mr. Carlyle reckons it) 30 million 


THE 





of fools in Great Britain and Ireland—and (who 
knows’) some of them may have emigrated. 

‘*[ intended to write a short letter. ‘ Hell is 
paved——,’ you know the rest, Yours very 
trulv, WILKIE CoLLINs. 

“George Stewart, Jun., Esq.” 





They Had Made a Mistake. 


Some of*the newspapers publish a “ useful 
domestic recipe” every day. The other day, in 
place of the recipe, one of the papers published 
the following notice : ‘‘ We sincerely trust that 
our readers will forgive us. Yesterday, in 
giving a recine for chilblains, we inadvertently 
stated that the remedy was to be taken inter- 
nally. It is, on the contrarv, for external use. 
We hope that Providence has restrained the 
hands of our be'oved subscribers, for every one 
who drank of this compound is dead by this 
time. We present in advance our condolences 
to the bereaved families.” 


FASHIONABLE TAILOR & HATTER 


OF TORONTO 


The Finest Goods at | 
Lowest Prices | 


155 Yonge Street, corner Richmond | 


TORONTO 


Telophene 1720 


Le Bronco (Dance and Music). Bho. 

Jersey (a great favorite). enssl . 850. 
La Zieka (Dance and Music) (Can be play ed for 

Ripple Rye, Yorke, Mazurka, Redowa, &e.). weees 850. 
Pit-a-Pat Schottische (new). (Perfectly charming ; 

the very best, suitable for the Military, &.)...... 400. 

| La Frolique (in 5-4 time) : eoas 35c. 
| Kirmess Lawn Tenis Dance and Waltz Combined 

(dance explained) vee ee Gnd ekki eee 





Composed and published by Prof. J. F. Davis 


Academy 


IMPORTER OF 


French, English 


AND 


American Novelties 


No. 3 Rossin Block 
King Street West 


Toronto. 








TEACHER OF 





- 91 Wilten Avenue, Toronto 
(Established 31 Year) 
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12 TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


. 
—— 


The Opera and the Theater. 
The season now being opened, the only proper . 
dress is the full dress suit. As to dress at ; ‘ 


dramatic performances, the lines are not so 

closely drawn. If a gentleman joins a regular 

theater party, — = 2 eee i. =, in 

orchestra seats, he should wear full evening : 

dress, and in fact at all times full dress is LADIES ° 

admissable at = oo but 7 — - is of 

course excusable when a gentleman has ac- : . ° ° 
cepted an informal invitation to dinner, and Do you prefer a Machine with an Oscillating 
goes dreesed in afcernoon costume, and after- Sh ttle 9? 

wards tavites ae eee or is ata ae . = u 

theater informally. aving received a full line ‘ > i 

of dress suitings with fancy evening dress Or one with a Vibrating Shuttle ? 

vestings, I would call attention to my patrons 


and the public generally. Henry A. Taylor, Or an Automatic with a Single Thread 2 


the fashionable West End tailor, No. 1 Rossin 


House Block. 
———Sseaeee—o— We make them all. 
OSEPH LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 


Licenses. 
Office, 4 King Street East. 


piece rorrien imesrmoniee| The Niner Manufacturing Company, New York 


At office—16 Victoria Street, 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. 
At residence—57 Murray Street, evenings. TORONTO. : 


AMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
riage Licenses. 601 Queen Street West, between Port- + 
land and Bathurst Streets. Open from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. 


AGENCIES EVERYWHERE 


CEO. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses | Central Office for Canada : No. 66 King Street ‘“ West,” Toronto 


Court House, Adelaide Street 





and 138 Carlton Street > 
The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb ‘ ‘ x - = 3 ? ——— == 
6 ~ P = = Ca 1) ae — 
Births. Rod ; ; ; , 7 
aaah on November 11, Mrs. R. W. Y. A ws , ys HIS is where the Business Men of Toronto, their 
Wives and Daughters are taking their mid-day 
MARSHALL—At London, on November 10, Mrs. Jos. H. . 
MWARD—At Parkdale, on November 10, Mrs. J. J. Ward lunches and afternoon retreshments with comfort and 
TOLERKE Ab Debate, on November 3, Mrs. George a —— a 66 and 68 Yonge Street 
Neir corner of Kirg Stree 


DRYSDALE—At Toronto, on November 11, Mrs. John 
Drysdale—a daughter 
@& x, 
a daughter ‘ < - zi 
THOMPSON —At Toronto, on November %, Mrs. Henry T. sat i sfact ion, 








Clarke—a son. a — ——— = — an - 
BELDING—At Katrine, Parry Sound District, on Novem- 
ber 5, Mrs. A. W. Belding—a daughter 
P. Cle- 


CLEMENT—At Berlin, on November 8, Mrs. E. 


mSIBBALD—At Lloydtown, on October 29, Mrs. E. W. | WHOLESALE AND RETAIL Sore N E W 
“STEVENS COAL—Egg and Grate, $5.25 ; Stove and Chestnut, $5.50; Best Soft Coal, $5.60 Cx.§ 


STEVENS—At Toronto, on November 7, Mrs. Robert f ; 
Onn Ant Seveiien 4. Gee. Bited Sens | WOOD—Hard and Soft. All kinds constantly on hand. Pine Wood tor Brickmakers 5 
; — At Toronto, on November 4, Mrs. Rober ne constantly on hand. 7% « K N | T 2 FE D 
Teasdale —a son. K & A > ) , . 
GR AY At Toronte, on November 2, Mrs. R. M. Gray—a | El RA N McA D M [is be Ip y ‘ x 
= urs, | OFFICES AND YARDS—737 to 741 Queen Street West, 215 to 219 Manning Avenue| —_ i yuna G O O D S aie 


STEWART—At Collingwood, on November 6, N= 4 
Telephone 1324 and 1297 R + 
ar a = 


on 
TEASDALE—At Laskay, Ont., on October 28, Mrs. G. | 


Stewart—a son. AS 
Marriages. atesecmee iat ; ; ‘i , : =e : . ——— 

BEATTY—PHELPS—At Merritton, on November 6, John _SHEWAN—At Toronto, on November 7, Mrs. Magnus ae ESTABLISHED 

Shewan, aged 72 years. . » a 1860 


wo 8A At Calgary, Assa., on October 30 KERP— At Toronto, on November 7, Mrs. John Kerr, aged i 4 a 
THON ROJERS At Toromto, on November’ 7, W. J. | , IRELAND—At Aurora, on November §, Mrs, Wm, Ireland, pees _ NILLINERY Jerseys, Shawls, Dressin g Gowns 
aged 67 vears. 4 ; I , 
Fall and Winte 
ritrats| SEASONABLE IMPORTATION OF COMFORT- 


, a ee eaten At London, on November 6, George | , MCARTHUR—At Toronto, on November 3, William = 
A. Miller to Leabel Laster. Se ; Archer McArthur, aged 6 years. — ; 
_ RENNIE—TEASDALE—At Headford, on November 6, | » UAIN— At Toronto, on November 11, infant daughter of ee 
John Rennie to Martha Tedsdale. . W. Lain, aged 2 months. . — > a riety. Z 
WRIGHT—McaRTHUR—At Bowmanville, on November a Toronto, on November 8, May Gertrude ‘ _ epee ee i A BLE K N | TTE D WOOLLENS---LA DI ES SK | RTS in all 
6, Ruggles Wright to Mary Stewart Mc Arthur. S penemnes _— ‘ 1 " , red 9° istic work in all ite 
MUNRO—McCARTHY—At St. Catharines, on November MATTHEWS—At New Lowell, George Matthews, aged 23 \ ~ branches. colors from $1 . H EAVY FL EEC E- LI N ED J ERS EYS 


by Rev. Isaac Tovell, Newbury N. Munro of Toronto, to | years. Oe : 7 p 
a in black and in colors. KNITTED SHAWLS AND 


Minnie A. McCarthy 

\ sian nmin sinensis The “Grand” Heater > er Prantking CLOUDS---An immense variety. Ladies’ Dressing 
notic2 of the death of homas SkIppon, publshe as ea roe : , NY stuaking th Pe: ’ 

| A PERFECT BEAUTY—38 in. HIGH \\\ \ shion, Fit and Fin- Gowns---In Flan nel and Felt-cloth, all colors plain 


week, should have read Mrs. T. R. Skippon 
ish guaranteed. 


COTTER—At Toronto, on Nov. 12, Sister M. Jane Frances j Y \ ye 
Cotter, aged 57 years. i , \ *\\ et Leave orders and fancy. 
my We b \ He early to insure 


eee Ladies’ Embroidered and Lace Trimmed Underwear 


Copping, aged 31 years. In presenting this stove 


ARCHIBALD—At Toronto, on November 11, Rev. F. W. gga . 
Are tibald. = to the public, we do not 
OULLAHAN—At San Francisco, Cal., on November 5, D. claim that you will aban- ae IT ER 








J. Oullahan, aged 64 years don your furnace nor your 

; mC visville 1 Novemt 12 . Ms 7 , | Manufacturers and Teach f th 
arnt ee eee ! base burner, but, we | ee In Sets or Separate Garments---one of the most com- 
 M ACHELL “At Aurora, on November 11, Mrs. Martha do claim that if- you | NEW TAILOR SYSTEM OF DRESS CUTTING lete assortments ou ever saw Nurses’ C d 
MMUNTER Accidentally killed, on November 12, Alex | Rave 6 suite of soem, © ee See Y : =e See 

s —Accidentally llled, hs Pin <= Alex- i : 4 - . 

ander Hunter, aged 65 yeare a tcick M | ee Aprons, Blouse Waists and a large stock of CHIL- 

McQUAILD—At Toronto, on November . Patric Mc- ing room, office, or any 

. ( P 4 y ’ 

Quaid of Charlottetown, P. E. L., aged 26 years. . . vanien~ 

HEAGARTY—At Toronto, Thomas Heagarty, aged 40 other space not convenien DREN Ss KNITTED DRESS ES. 
years . to heat with any of the ee ey as ee 

CHADW:CK—At Guelph, on November 10, John Craven . Om ; present systems, you will 
Chadwick, aged 78 years ” ee buy ; 7 = 

FOTHERGILL—At Yuma, Colorado, John B. Fothergill, buy the a = prefer R i 4 .. 
sal oS vente - ence to anything else in F * P ews = 

FITZGERAL At Hamilton, on November 8, Mre. W. H. eS the market. 
Fitzgerald, aged 71 years. 2 oe . ace P , — . 

VIVIAN—At Toronto, on November 8, Joseph David , ’ f ui i KING STRE FEF RAST 
Vivian, son of Joseph C. and Ruth H. Vivian of Port Arthur, ae a Call at 93 King St, 
aged 3 vears West and see it. 

BARBER—At Toronto, on November 9, William R. Bar- 
ber, age ' 30 years. 

Mc /RIMMO N—At Parkdale, Ellsworth Lloyd McCrimmon, 
aged 21 years 
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SWEETNESS 


| | SOLEAGENCY. IN DURABILITY 
ACHE TORONTO TEMPLE oF MUSIC. 


we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 


" Canara Loe in hove PILLs are very small y a 5 , P OW 5 oy’ g Sf Cc o} 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 6 E "4 i | es S Ds VAN] 3 S a 
’ _ . 


- 9 Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress afte 
O Y — eating, Pain in the Side, &e. While their meet 
KR remarkable success has been shown in curing 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
RA | LWAY and preventing this annoying complaint. while 
. they also correct all disorders of the stomach. 
coats without exception the finest 
2 , 
and nobbiest ever shown by any CALLAWAY’S | 
better The styles are entirely con- these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
; they will not be willing to do without them. ] 
trolled by ourselves. The prices | aaa i 
British Columbia 
every Overcoat has a nice cape. | Oregon and California | 
| } 
| November 19 and December 3, 17 | 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
| 
| 


a Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles inci 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
QO y | | 0 / \ S PAC ! F | o Headache, yet Carter's Litrie Liver Pi.is 
: stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels. 
We show a range of Boys Over- ANOTHER SERIES OF Even if they only cured - 
house in Canada : in fact few houses Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
: 3 | who suffer from this distressing complaint: 
in the United States show anything but fortunately their goodness does not end 
| here, and those who once try them will find 
TO 
But after all sick he 
| 
run as follows: $2, $2.60, $3, | : i 
$3 50, $4, $4.50 up to $6. Mostly | Washington Territory 
OAK HALL | and 31 
For berths and all information, apply toany Agent of the 


THE GREAT ONE-PRICE CLOTHING HOUSE | , ompany, or write ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail. 


115 to 121 King St. E., Toronto | W. BR. CALLAWAY CAREES SES C0, or Te | “ak as 2 — 
WILLIAM RUTHERFORD - Manager. | 118 King Street West - - Toronto | Smal] Pil. Smal] Dass, Small Price, fd E I N / MAN & ( O. 


not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 
poo all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 








MANTFAOTORERS OF 


247 Yonge St., opp. Trinity Sq ware 


TELEPHONE 295 PRP I AN O KO RTE fen, 


CA’TERER 


LATE OF LLOYD BROS. 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


HAS OPENED 


A FIRST-CLASS lige / The oldest and most ‘ Our wri aran 
) 4 reliable Piano Manu- AS ' oe a aan ae- 


Lunch Parlor and Catering Establishment  (,@@zggMARMIEAEES | tcturers in tno Do. ae ees ccatea. 


minion. 
AT ABOVE ADDRESS 


Dinner Parties, at Homes, and Families Supplied with Cakes, : | 
Jellies, Ices, Charlotte Russe, Salads and Ice Cream, aimee", ee Vi Their thirty-six years’ y 

and all requisites on short notice ; ib record the best guar- Illustrated Oatalonue 

a —— Mee 4 antee of the excellence free on application 


WEDDING CAKES OF EVERY DESORIPTION TO ORDER WY eer} Fa of their instrumente. 


A General Assortment of Cakes, Pastry, atnenresee. Lady Fingers, Angel Cake, etc., made fresh 
dally. 


247 Yonge Street, opp. Trinity Square. Telephone 295 Warerooms, 117 King Street W., Toronto. 





